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+ THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS , 
NIGHTKINGS interviews, ETC. 
































-e::.. s ceadand Papa's got a brand new bag, so show a little R.E.S.P.E.C.T. and boogaloo your bad ass down 
:: re 'ecc'd store for some righteous new sides by Trash Can School, Gargoyles, Crawlspace, Spectrum, Billy 
dish. The Vacant Lot and White Flag and then prepare for upcoming releases by The Mummies, The 
Snitbirds El Vez, Lubricated Goat, Teenage Larvae and The Dangerhouse Box Set. For information send 
--- = -"2 PCstc S V V PATH Y FOR THE RECORD INDUSTRY4901 Virginia Street, Long Beach, CA 90805. 
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BANDS 


IVIOIMO IVIEIM 

WRECKER" LP/CD 


Full throttle devastation... 14 drunk/punk 
blow-outs. Real guitars and loud amps. This 
ain’t no wimpin'. ESI23 8.00/12.00 ppd. 


THE MUMMIES 

"PLAY THEIR OWN RECORDS" LP 


4 collection of their way gone singles plus some 
new crap tossed in for good measure...don't 
screw up jerky...buy or fry! ES94015 $8.00 ppd. 


GEARBOX SET 


12 gravel spittin' bands spewing out the coolest 
hot rod tunes ever on 3 x T e.p.'s complete 
with stickers and keychain! ESBX4 $15.00 ppd. 


OUT NOW: The Brood "Vendetta!" LP/CD, Gravel 7" & Shadowy Men 7” ON THE BURNER: The Mortals LP/CD, 
Phantom Surfers LP, Brood 7", Cheater Slicks 7", The Fall-Outs LP/CD, Tales From Estrus Vol. 2 7" e.p., and lots 
more trash for yer can! We also carry loads of cool and hard to find non-Estrus stuff.write us for a FREE catalog! 


JOIN THE ESTRUS CRUST CLUB: 6 SINGLES FER 20 BUCKS ( 25 CANADA/30 FOREIGN J 

You'll get the next six limited edition color vinyl singles, a 15% discount on mail-order and lots of groovy "members-only" bonuses..so what'cha waitin’ for? 


Distributed by Cargo and Semaphore 

Izzixm Jxecorbs ^ox 2125 Jklltttgljam 98 225 
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We're here, we're white heterosexual urban twentynothing-ish males and 
females, get used to it Actually don't hold your breath or tuck in your shirt 
for another large-format Snperdone like this one anytime soon; I recently 
approached the upper management of Womb Enterprises re: switching for 
good to a full-size, fully-funded good lookin' non-digest-sized magazine. I 
was slapped hard and told that "Hah Hah! That’ll go over like a lead 
zeppelin!!''. They tried to make me change the name to Ugly. Smelly 
UnhathftH Hinoie Turd Burglar, and after all that's happened in trying to get 
this out I now know they were right. Expect to see a new issue sometime 
maybe never. 

Which reminds me: While we love receiving your ugly, smelly, 
turdburglaring little promotional records, we can only enjoy discussing the 
ones we like, and because we may or may not come out again under our new 
working title, it might be a great idea to never send us another promotional 
record again. I repeat No one can tell us that we didn't warn you for what 
won’t happen. Our enemies list is rather miniscule but we’re from San 
Francisco, we love you & we can’t help it Drop us a line sometime, punker. 
We’re still at 520 Frederick St., Box 33, San Francisco CA 94117. 

REVIEWS BY JAY EXCLUDING WHEN NOTED OTHERWISE 


SUPERDOPE 

520 Frederick St., Box 33 

San Francisco, CA 94117 


"Full bias content guaranteed. Plagarism infests the land. Academic 
thingys ream off names of books and bands". 

— Mark E. Smith, 1981 (could he have known?...) 


THANKS: Glen, Tom, Doug, Grady, Nicole, Sherri & K.R.; Cathy, Danny Tanaka, Glenn Luttman, Ron House, 
Rob Vasquez, Larry Hardy, L.G. John, Bruce Russell, Tim Warren, Steve Watson, Bruce Milne & any and all 
current or would-be distributors. 





















LET’S GO.... 



DRINKING IN 
SAN FRANCISCO 

Chapter One: THE UPTOWN 
(17th & Capp, Mission District) 

Text: Jay Photos: Nicole 
Model: Steve Watson 



In my relatively young drinking career I’ve 
been to a few bars that have offered oceans in the 
way of visual stimuli; Seattle’s Rendezvous 
comes gushing to mind for its parade of “one- 
eyed, four-fingered people” & 12-oz. cans of 
Rainier served cocktail-style by “Satan’s Sadists” 
extras, as does Hollywood Blvd.’s Frolic 
Room (recently glorified in Fiz mag) for speed 
freakdom above & beyond the call and faded 
might-have-beens bombed out of their collective 
mind. In the Bay Area we have SF’s Sumiko’s 
Lounge & Oakland’s Stork Club for such 
frivolous peeks into the human condition, yet I’d 
hate to hang my hat at either bar any more than a 
couple times a year so that’s about how often I 
do. Plus when the choice is Bud or fucking 
Miller I’ll opt out for a double greyhound or 
twisted puffin, thanks. 

You’ve probably figured out that there’s a bar 
in San Francisco that has the aforementioned 
viewable depravity in plain sight, has 
comfortable couches to hobnob or even take a lil’ 
siesta on, conveys a sense of everyman’s 
neighborhood-ness despite being nowhere near 
my neighborhood & also features a brief but 
“buoyant” array of beer on tap + the essential 
knockout mixed beverages served up by “jus’ 
folks” The Uptown has so much going for it 
that I’m hard-pressed to explain why I’m not 
there drinking, laughing and generally carrying 
on right now. Since they call us a “rock” 
magazine, let’s start w/ the jukebox: a mere two 
quarters nets you not three but FOUR essential 
James Brown sides from His Ants-In-My- 
Pantsness’ sweatiest late 60’s/early 70’s period, 
and if you’ve got another one how about 
elevating yourself socially in SF’s punk 
nostalgia-crazy vicinage by plunking down for 
Flipper’s “Love Canal” and by raising the 
goddamn Flag w/ a twofer of “I’ve Got To Run” 
& “My Rules”. These classics don’t ever seem to 
be loud enough at the Uptown but then they 
never do. 

It just so happens that 17th & Capp is the 
Mission District’s prostitution hotspot, but these 


your garden-variety ladies of the evening & from where I sit I don’t think they’re 
working for any kind of pimpman; most look like super drug-addled ex-punkers, 
tarted up like a combination Malibu Barbie/Olga de Volga & stumbling back and 
forth around the bar vicinity until some Ken Doll/J. Sats Beret-type comes creeping 
by in a Trans Am to whisk them off to payday. Every now & again one will check 
her makeup in your window-to-the-crime without even so much as an 
acknowledgement, go figure. Uh, hey there, little lady! I guess I get the same kind of 
perverse “thrill”, if you can call it that, out of misery parading itself under my 
reddening nose as a couple of certain someones do out of a pathetic mini-mall strip 
club in L.A. called Jumbo’s Clown Room. If you think about it a little too 
much it quickly loses its entertainment value & then your only recourse is another 
round. “Funny” how this happens all too often. 


If I ve already made the bar sound like an “unsafe” place to grab a pint of Watney’s 
or “Albino Rhino” well I sure am sorry. The fact is. The Uptown serves an a genuine 
oasis in an area that’s really not at all inhospitable in the first place. This appx. 4 
block-x-4 block concrete chunk of the Mission is roundly celebrated by those who 
care as the “drinkers’ district”, and since the scene-overlording Club Chameleon is but 
a soft-shoe shuffle away the Uptown is a, shall we say, wonderful place to escape any 
particularly putrid rock act. The clientele don’t act, they are; thankfully I’ve yet to see 
a whooping fraternity clown brag to his fellow patrons re: how “fucken hammered” 
he feels but I have had a lengthy argument/slur session w/ a “fucken hammered” 
sweet young thing about the Irish Republican Army & came out more than a little 
intellectually battered. You know the old & famous saying “It takes all types to call 
the kettle black” (you know the one I mean)? The Uptown is home for all these 
creatures great and grogged, from your requisite down-n-outers to giggling pool 
floozies to vintage clothing & cufflink dress-to-impressers to verbose young 
















Socialists to the omnipresent singer of the Icky 
Boyfriends. They meet to loll on the “luxurious” peeling 
couches to grapple w/ the various issues of the day & 
maybe tackle a game of Whirlwind or glaze over at the 
truly wacked community-college art projects that adorn the 
sitting-area walls. And who knows, maybe you too can 
get involved in a little drunken tete-a-tete w/ the Friday 
nite bartenderess over whether the song “You Light Up 
My Life” was a result of the equally fine film or vice 
versa. 

One thing I should mention by way of a warning: the 
men’s bathroom graffiti is positively third-rate and is 
ostensibly The Uptown’s only real shortcoming. Any bar 


worth its salt in this town should have several running 
P.C./Not P.C. back & forth diatribes (w/ at least one wall 
filled with a good vegan/camitarian war) & hopefully a 
scribbled “Tales Of Terror” logo in a comer somewhere. If 
I have to read “God Is Love, Love Is Blind, Ray Charles Is 
Blind, Ray Charles = God” one more time I might just 
have to “fucken hammer” someone. My quibble, however, 
is a minor one; The Uptown has got the unbeatable 
panache that other bars take out big ads in the SF Weakly 
to try & cultivate. This brand of insulated “charm” can’t 
be bought nor bartered for all the tea in China, and for you 
unaware locals and you hepcat tourists I can’t recommend 
a better place in Frisco to let it loose & tie one on. 


PUBUCATIONS 

MOTORBOOTY : These guys are becoming a sort of Spy Magazine for post-indie laugh lovers of the 
underground, and it's always a conversation starter around town when a new issue hits the stands. The latest, #6, 
features the best strip I've seen of Lloyd Dangle's & you know he's absolutely right about people's freakoid 
fascination w/ Detroit-the editors know it & have parlayed their Motor City-ness into a few discemable re-occuring 
musical themes (P-Funk/Bootsy and rock-based jazz/funk in general; 60's Detroit R&R) and vis-a-vis comic art & 
text they've given birth to a few others (a bizarre fascination w/ clowns; a bizarre fascination w/ outrageous black 
people, i.e. #6's pseudo-interview w/ Blowfly). This issue's top example of bozo underground satire is a piece 
entitled "The Motorbooty Generation", hopefully the last word on the media-mythed "slack" tendencies of my 
shiftless peers; I suspect Mike Rubin, who penned the brilliant "When Good Bands Start To Suck" a couple issues 
ago, is the main fella behind it. The nicest thing I can say in sometime-contributor Barry Henssler's favor is he's 
rumored to have convinced Mark Arm that Ann Arbor has a great Stooges wax museum (see their last issue) & if 
enough of you feel like springing for "Stooges Wax Museum" t-shirts they'll then hopefully have the lucre to put 
out some more fine issues. (P.O. Box 7944; Ann Arbor MI 48107) 

SHUT UP LITTLE MAN: REAL TALES OF DOOM. SHAME & DEGRADATION : We don’t read 
so many comic books around here, but this one's subject matter is such an unhealthy obsession for a few close-to- 
home folks that has been so painstakingly actualized that I have to admit I'm a little worried. Pete & Ray were two 
very non-upstanding San Franciscans whose domicile disputes, which, to call them "irregular" or perhaps "queer" is 
merely scraping the proverbial surface. Their quarrels were captured by someone acquainted with famous Guemeville 
resident Seymour Glass & transcribed for a puzzled public in the last Bananafish. and as well as having been the 
impetus for a staged production & sporty Bananafish t-shirts, their words and deeds have popped up on a number of 
local musical releases by artistes associated w/ the Glass/Nuf Sed "gang". Now it’s been documented beyond 
redundancy in a series of drawings that range from hilarious to terrifying, and the poor bastard that's still alive (the 
story being that Ray has since died) has barely a clue. You really must own the puke-covered flannel square that 
comes w/ the mag (presumably Ray or Peter's) just to say you DO, right? Penultimate line in Raymond & Peter's 
whole sad history: "If you wanna talk to me, then shut your fuckin' mouth". (Tedium House; P.O. Box 424762; 
San Francisco CA 94142) 

LIBERTY : I'm of the feeling that the grand majority of "mainstream” political discourse is so tired, dogmatic & 
out-of-synch w/ anything resembling unshackled, tolerant, rational thought, be it manifested in The Nation or in the 
American Spectator or even your local paper, that I myself am turning to tired, dogmatic, intolerant Libertarian 
publications just to get a fresher whiff of it all. Actually that's not entirely fair, because Liberty promotes & debates 
the ideals of true unfettered personal & economic freedom in a semi-intellectual setting better than anyone save 
Reason magazine, but their mostly-unchecked stridancy keeps them kinda oxymoronicly (or perhaps just moronicly) 
trapped in "the well-lit prison of one idea", as noted wildman George Will said after interviewing blustery Libertarian 
presidential candidate Andre Marrou. It's not that the "idea" isn’t worthy of heavy consideration or even that far from 
much of what's on the table now, and it's not altogether difficult to imagine a future America giving side-by-side 
shrift to traditional "liberal" ideas of social tolerance and one-worldism alongside "conservative" positions grounded 
in personal responsibility & accountability and enterprising, economy-stimulating capitalism. But it ain’t going to 
be in the 90's, folks, not the way things are going now. That's why it’s important to take the pulse of those fighting 
the good fight in the trenches once in a while. (P.O. Box 1167, Port Townsend WA 98368) 


* LIIMANARINA "Lantinen Pomokatu 25 B 13" 7"EP 

Anyone worth their salt’ll tell you the blurred vision & racket of Olli Pauke & company is pretty tremendous. 
This is the third EP of their unstoppable (& by now) "trademark" smashed-yap-basheroo, plus the latest fat in the 
fire seems to be some sort've tape speed/fuck manipulation that’s chucked onto all the tracks, & if these guys were 
Japs instead of Fins, why, it’d be a whole 'nother world...John Zorn’s ass, weekends at the Knitting Factory, "special 
guest" participation...can you imagine? If there was ever a time to consider the triple-LP box, it's now. Bad Vugum's 
most consistent & best. (Bad Vugum; Box 362, 90101 Oulu, FINLAND) - Tom Lax 














HOOKED ON AN ULTRA HEAVY STONER FEELING 

Forced Exposure has very quickly become a fairly big-deal distribution co. of crackbrain 90’s curios & 
‘60’s-’80’s discs that we might be tempted to call forgotten classics of yesteryear had anyone heard them in 
the first place. Their catalog brazenly dares you to drop the bomb (or more precisely, $12-$24 a pop) on a 
small wealth of reissued acid folk, hippie grunge, or just plain other-minded pre-punk LP’s from all dark 
comers of the globe, the kind of thrift-store pressing-of-300 gold-dig you never have the time to find or energy 
to expend finding. Well, glad someone’s keeping score & furthermore has some you-gotta-believe pep in 
thinking that ‘92 might be more hospitable than ‘71 for lovers of musical space travel and extreme facial hair. 
Lured in by promises of “classic stoner psych” and guitars “totally drenched in fuzz”, I, um, borrowed a few of 
Doug Pearson’s records... 


0 AGUATURBIA “Vol. II-Evol” LP 

No, I promise I'm not making this up. Argentinian 
big bonzo-pounding from 1970 on the fine Mezcal label 
w/ a fiery mamacita of a siren/songbird who warbles & 
wails accented English on most tracks & compliments 
some technically knock-out wall-of-sound guitar (and 
drum, and how) meltdown. When it creeps a wee too 
close to "Misty Mountain Hop" I get a little nervous, 
and I'm not at all sure about their zippity cosmos ride 
through "Jailhouse Rock" ("Rock De La Carcel"), but 
the alleviating "Well All Right" is a h-e-a-v-y 
backwards vortex slide that throws down the gauntlet 
vs. the era it was created in & quakes like a quasar- 
bound MC5 after a rousing pistol-whippping and a dose 
or two. I can't get the loopy chain-smoking bottle- 
guzzling Chita Rivera image out of my head & I'm 
certain that’s a good thing. And it looks like one of 
these sterling South Americans saw his/her "LOVE" 
tatoo in the mirror a good 15 years before Thurston 
Moore did. 

ft GROUP 1850 "Agemo’s Trip To Mother Earth" CD 
Here's a pretty zany one—either krautrockers or 
flying Dutchmen circa early 70’s (people just don’t look 
like the rakish hippies on the cover anymore) with 
deconstructionist tendencies losing pretty badly to 
"colors exploding inside your mind"-style psych with 
the Righteous Brothers (or their European equivalents) 
on soaring "we've smoked as much as we possibly can" 
vocals. "You Did It Too Hard" is, quite frankly, one of 
the most absurd things I've ever heard. Let's get back to 
the cover-I think I see Squeaky and maybe Sandy and 
over there's Tex... 

3 STONE HARBOUR "Emerges" LP 

Ranges freely from real fine slide guitar fuckout to 
peaceful but edgy organ-led tranquility, with terrible 
recording quality working that amazing addition-by¬ 
subtraction magic you kids seem to enjoy so much. I 
don’t like to write "bad” reviews much, let alone in the 
middle of another review, but listening to the new 
Kendra Smith 'Guild Of Temporal Adventurers' thing 
next to this gem makes me all-too-cognizant that I 
need to find a way to earn back the $8 I spent on 
Kendra’s forced-psychadelia-beyond-wretched-excess 
disc. Two long-haired freaks from Ohio in 1974 did an 


outright superior job of conjuring up mystic bursts of 
psych moodiness juxtaposed w/ some pretty doggone 
hot fuzzed rock n' roll odes to, well, rock n’ roll of 
course. If they were coming to your town I’m quite sure 
they’d help you party down. 



Dave McCarty of STONE HARBOUR, 1974 


0HYPHEN-SMYTHE “What Are Stars?” LP 

Subtitled “The Stars Are What Separates Us From 
The Animals You Sonovabitch!”. I actually bought this 
one myself after getting the drift that they were “Frogs- 
esque”, and talk about hitting the nail on its flat head, 
this has all the weirdo duo going-nowhereness of It’s 
Only Right And Natural and predates it by a few years 
to boot, 1984 if you must know. New Zealand’s not 
especially known for its “gay supremacy” movement 
and this differs in its deeply pervasive “down-under” 
perspective on god knows what, i.e. this sounds like it 
was recorded very far from where you live by people 
you will never meet. There is a quiet transcendental 
method to most tracks’ unbalanced abstractions, 
probably honed by centuries of Eastern thought or 
maybe a personal Yogi or quite likely the singularity 
brought on by a big bag of reefers. Whatever the 
inspiration this oddball disc deserves ownership, and 
these loons let slip a couple more LP’s in the early 
80’s that I believe I’ll be balancing my checkbook for 
right about now. 

(All items c/o Forced Exposure; P.O. Box 9102, 
Waltham MA 02254) 


)(GORLS/FLATHEAD split 7" 

Salvo #1 of a new Rob Vasquez world-tyranny scheme-the DOPE record label...The Gorls sound an "awful" lot 
like The Nightkings and in just over 90 seconds clock in w/ a bouncin’ & behavin' proto-rocker called "Bongo Beat", 
w/ a lady vocalist whose curious inflections are part of a Washington State dialect I'd been wholly unacquainted 
with...Flathead, "from the Burien area of King County", trot out a nicely sweet & quick raver that could very well 
land them a comfy Estrus deal. Let's hope this hopped-up non-grunge keeps assaulting our ears vis-a-vis true cham- 
peens like our Bob. (Dope; c/o Rob Vasquez, 1505 NW 60th, Ballard WA 98107) 




FUCK ALL YER 3-MONTH TRENDS! 9 YEARS 0' CRYPT BACK-CATALOG! CRYPT: THE LEADER SINCE 1983 IN STRIPPED-DOWN, 10W-TECH, UNPROCRESSIVE SHIT-ROCK! 















TOE RAUNCH HANDS! Brand-New 12-Song LP: "FUCK ME STUPID"!!!! 

EFA LP-11505)Aoahh...yessss! The FINEST purveyors o' ragged-assed booze-omphef- 
33 1 on-rock present YET ANOTHER installment o' scuzzy, ham-fisted RAUNCH FOR 

1- - JPWARDLY-MOBILE GEEKS: A COMPACT DISC (CR-CD-31-"FUCK ME STUPID" EFA 
505],which contains the new LP plus their '90 MLP, "HAVE A SWIG", which YOU 
I-wK.N WEENIES SHAMELESSLY IGNORED!! RAUNCH HANDS4th EUROPEAN TOUR: 
°' 3 ; ,4: Sweden/Norway....SEPT 17-27: Germany / Austria SI Switzerland....SEPT 28-OCT 


THE CORSES 3rd IP "OUTTA HERE"!! 

(CR-30 LP/CD)(EFA-11503) 14 crunchy new slqbs o' slop from this "hot rock" trio that's erasing 
some o' the embarrassment caused to the State Of Michigan by Big 
» Chief. LP contains 2 cuts NOT ON THE GODDAMN CD! 


-ranee....OCT 11-23: Spai 

- = ’Holland....NOV 6-7: Germany 


..OCT 24-NOV 2: France.... NOV 3-5: 


DEVIL Dpcs USA TOUR ' 92 : 

SEPT 17 -CLEVELAND 
SEPT 18-CHICAGO 
SEPT 19-MINNEAPOLIS 
SEPT 20-WINNIPEG 
SEPT 21-CALGARY 
SEPT 22-EDMONTON O 

SEPT 23-VANCOUVER JD 

SEPT 24-SEATTLE 5 

SEPT 25-PORTLAND „ 

SEPT 26-EUREKA § 

SEPT 29-ROSEVILLE O 

SEPT 30-SAN FRAN 
OCT 1-SAN JOSE C 

OCT2-LOS ANGELES 52 

OCT 3-SAN DIEGO r. 

OCT 6-TUCSON Q 

OCT7-PHOENIX 

OCT 8-AUSTIN W 

OCT 9-HOUSTON (S 

OCT 10-NEW ORLEANS M 

OCT 11-MOBILEAL 
OCT 13-GAINESVILLE 
OCT 14 -ATLANTA 
OCT 15-ATHENS 
OCT 16 CHAPEL HILL 
OCT 17-RICHMOND.VA 
OCT 18 -BACK TO 
FUCKIN' NEW YAWK!!! 


RAUNCH HANDS 
"FUCK ME STUPID" 

THII5LX Till 
.—. MIGHTY 

<mm§ 


ENGLISH FUUKROCiAeTpIOSIOW;/ 


DEVIL DOCS Stuff: 

-CR-19-"THE DEVIL DOGS"(16- 
Song Debut Lp from July 89) 
-CR-22-"B!G BEEF BONANZA!" 
(8-Song MLP,July ’90) 
-CR-28-"WE THREE KINGS"(9- 
Song MLP,March 92) 

FOR THE "SOPHISTICATED": 
CD:CR-CD-19228- "30 SIZZLING 
SLABS!"(30-Cuts/71 Minutes) 


DIG IT LUNKHEADS: 5 LP'S and 2 CD'S Of BILLY CHILDISH'S FINEST SHIT!!!: 

Yeah, while the "cool" labels were servin' up LED ZEP re-hash in '88, us LOSERS at Crypt 
started servin' ya the crudest shit from THEE MIGHTY CAESARS (and you DIDN'T buy it ya 
fuckin'DORKS!!)...well, if yer "wiser" now: 

CR-14-THEE MIGHTY CAESARS-" English Punk-Rock Explosion" (16-cut "Greatest sHITS" LP) 
CR-18-MIGHTY CAESARS-"John Lennon's Corpse Revisited"(15-song "Farewell" LP) 

2 » L 2 p 3 MIGHTY CAESARS -' ,Surel y They Were The Sons Of God"(16-cut "Greatest sHITS Vol 

COMPACT DISC: 

CR-CD-141823-THEE MIGHTY CAESARS-"Thusly..Surely..Revisited"(32-song/71-minute CD of 
69.9% of the 3 CRYPT LPs for you DIGITAL geeks) 

CR-20-THEE HEADCOATS-"Earls Of Suavedom"(14-song 2nd) 

CR-24-HEADCOATS-"Beach Bums Must Die"(16-song 5th LP) 

COMPACT DISC:CR-CD-2024-THEE HEADCOATS-"Beached Earls"(both HEADCOATS LPs 
on 1 SHITTY LITTLE UNLISTENABLE-IN-7-YEARS CD..) 

COMING DECEMBER 92 


« pt =sum 

CRYPT = MANIY 
CRYPT = BOLD 

THE JON SPENCER BLUES EXPLOSION'Crypt-Style!" LP: 

[CR-29 LP)(EFA 11502) This VINYL-ONLY release gushes forth with SUPER-FUCKED 
:RUDE-ASS PUNKACRUNCHABLOOZABILLY SLOP! 17 RIPPIN' CUTS - A LOT OF 'EM 
ONLY AVAICABLE ON this fine VINYL issue! 


NINE POUND HAMMER! 

The most CLANGIFYIN’ muthathumpin’ 
PUNK-ROCK caterwaulHFACE IT: If ya 
don’t dig these Kentucky Kings, you are 
bound for SQUAREDOM forever! ( hell, 
MOST of you creeps are already there.. - 
but redemption lies in yer purchase of 
these 2 fine recs: 

CR-WH-007-"THE MUD,THE 
BLOOD.AND THE BEERS"(Their ’89 
debut LP, remastered/re-ished at last!) 
CR-027-"SMOKIN’ TATERS!" (Their Dec 
’91 second LP, and kee-rist izzit a 
MONSTER!!!) FOR THOSE ANAL: A 
Compact Disc, CR-CD-27-"SMOKIN’ 
TATERS!" containin’ both LPs...BUT: BE A 
MAN and buy the VINYL!!! 

NINE POUND HAMMER 
2nd EURO TOUR: 

Nov. 5 - 23 Germany 

Nov. 24 - 27 Austria 

Nov. 28 / 29 Switzerland 

Dec. 1 - 7 France 

Dec. 8 -18 Spain 

Dec. 19 - 22 France 

Dec. 23 - 26 Belguim / Holland 
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"SHAFTMAN!" 51-minute LP-plus-7" of truly "TORRID" late-60s Soul/Funk with the explicit 
XXX-Rated adventures of a "PRIVATE DICK", Mr Shaftman, goin' thru his tasks of blackmail' 
fornication, cussin', sufferin' the arduous labor of receiving fellatio, etc. 


THE NEW BOMB TURKS debut LP/CDM! 
"BACK FROM THE GRAVE VOLUME 8"!!! 


ALWAYS AVAILABLE: THE FINEST IN 50'$/60's CRAP-ROCK REISSUE IP's: 

"SHAFTMAN!" 51-minutft I P-nlnc-7" of trulw "TOPPm" Lu ATT, C~..l/c.._l. ...?iL .l. i. .. 

(and some fuckin' useless dickweed CD's for yuppie "fans" of "alternative music") 

"MELtOW"?: FUCK YOU, HIPPY! 
"INNOVATIVE"?: FUCK YOU, COLLEGE-BOY! 
"ATMOSPHERIC"?: BEND OVER! 
CRYPT: THE LEADER SINCE 1983 IN STRIPPED-DOWN, 
LOW-TECH, UNPROCRESSIVE SHIT-ROCK! 

"JUNGLE EXOTICA!" : A fine LP for introducing unwilling low-lifes (LIKE YOU & ME) 
IPcat J? ys ° f ex ° tic countries without suffering the HELL known as "WORLD 
BEAT ! Strip-music of the 50s from Saudi Arabia and the jungles of Borneo and 
dPmc er ,? e y C , ity - *I^®LE EXOTICA!" COMPACT DISC: Contains most cuts from the LP 
PLUS all the jungley/exoticey" cuts from the 4 "LAS VEGAS GRIND" LPs 
(j2-Cuts/70 Minutes) 


"IAS VEGAS GRIND" SERIES: 4 THROBBING, PULSATING, OOZING VOLUMES OF THE 
BEST/WORST 50s TITTIE-JOINT BUMP'N'GRIND NONSENSE! Yer an utter SQUARE if ya 
don't own all of 'em... RELIEF AT LAST FER THE "SWINGIN'" YUPPIE: 2 COMPACT DISCS of 
"LAS VEGAS GRIND": "LAS VEGAS GRIND PART ONE"(32 songs/71 minutes) 

"LAS VEGAS GRIND PART TWO" (31 songs/71 minutes) 


THE FINEST IN 50 s/60 s CRAP-ROCK! 


"BACK FROM THE GRAVE" series: 7 volumes of the most hell-bent, raw, primitive 

2-CHORD MID-60s PUNK-ROCK SWILL OF ALL TIME! 

rnimDAr5 n?eift ™ C E D " ASSH0LES ' WE NOW HAVE ISSUED FOUR 

COMPACT DISCS OF THE "CRAVE" SERIES: 1 fvrrrmm 1 in 1 

"BACK FROM THE GRAVE PART ONE" CD:29 Cuts/71 Minutes) M <1 &Vj 3| 

'BACK FROM THE GRAVE PART TWO" CD:29 Cuts/71 Minutes ■|bh|0SbIHES 
" BACK...GRAVE PART THREE" CD: 29 Cuts/71 Mmutes) SelB* < 

'BACK...GRAVE PART FOUR" CD: 29 Cuts/71 Minutes) , 

PIG IT, DADDY! 

The REAL SLOP 

"TAUflN TRASH": 18-cut LP of greasy, grindey 50s R&B cbockfulla fuckrhythm! 

The runnier", "dumber" side of thangs... 

"L00KEY D00KEV": 18-cut LP of HARD-DRIVIN' 50s R&BJ 

t C RA^L 00 ?fy N 600 KEY C ^ MPACT °' SC *** "‘ h ° iceS '' CU,S " TAlKIN 


ALWAYS AVAILABLE: | 
THE FINEST f 

IN 50's/60's § 

CRAP-ROCK 
REISSUE IP's: 


"SIN ALLEY" SERIES: 

cd's T now E ava?lable S of- F THE fucked - up SIDE P F 50s ROCKABILLY/R&BI 
"SIN ALLEY PART ONE"(30-cut/71-Minutes) 

"SIN ALLEY PART TWO"(33-cut/71 -Minutes) 


COMING DECEM8ER 92: 

THE NEW BOMB TURKS debut LP/CD!!! 
"BACK FROM THE GRAVE VOLUME 8"!!! 














noma Jefferson 
Slave Apartments 

Interviewed via TDK tape August 1992 

Brilliance tends to work in underhanded ways, they have said, and few can lay claim to a finer personification of 
a raw, bastard, simplistic heartland rock genius than Ohio’s THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS. I've 
been wound up & strung along by their whiny, heavy-treble VU-bleedage like a lil* oT pull-toy since their debut 
split T, and have remained intrigued by the Ronald House esq. "legend” since his days bleating about in famous 
Homestead recording artists Great Plains. The band's records (esp. the Career Interruption Code 7"EP) have this 
lay-it-on-the-table forthrightness that's easily proficient enough to stand up proudly as gen-u-ine songs that you 
might just even sing along to (please don't expect anyone to "understand" your Ron House impersonation) but are 
sloppy and one-take enough to earn the keys to the lo-fi kingdom by just about anyone’s sloppy, lo-fi, one-take 
standard. Naturally our timing was perfect: when we finally caught up w/ the Slave Apartments they had just 
halved their ranks w/ the sudden departure of bass player Keith Baker & drummer Nora Malone, leaving Bob & 
Ron kind of piss-poor about the whole deal but steadfastly committed to keeping one of America's finest alive... 

SUPERDOPE: Jay SLAVE APARTMENTS: Ron House: Vocals 

Bob Petrie: Guitar 



Here 



SD: Maybe we first ought to dredge up a little past history to frame the present in its proper 
context. When, where and how did Great Plains expire? 

R:r: after great exorcism of tape describing the beginnings of the Slave Apts.) With Great Plains it just got to the point 
- it:e : - is rrettv obvious that we were losers. Whatever kind of musical merit we had, it's just like, you know you go to 
S>- Y ztl 1 * line? me vcu’re p aying to ten less people the 10th time than the 1st time, it kinda tells you the momentum 
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SD: How did you all come together as the Slave 
Apartments, and who picked the name? 

Bob: Frankly I don’t remember the origin of that name but I 
know I liked it when I first heard it. 

Ron: It was a Monday night at Staches, which is the local 
club/bar & a band was supposed to play that didn’t show up & 
so there were 5 of us just sitting around drunk & there were 
some instruments and so we went onstage and we jammed - 
me, Bob & Keith, the bass player. 

Bob: But we also had another guy named Matt McAlsky, I 
call him ’’Fat Matt" but I never say that in his actual presence. 
Ron: It’s cool ’cause it’s in a magazine he'll never read, the 
only magazines he reads are P layg iri...no. Plavbov & 
Mechanics Illustrated . 

Bob: He’s a good guy but he didn't want to play with us after 
a while so it ended up being me on guitar, Keith on bass & 
Nora on drums. 

Ron: Actually originally it was Elliott, Nora wasn't an 
original, so we still have 2 original members. 

Bob: Elliott moved to Chicago, he had a basement here in 
Columbus where his mom lived & the cats shit all over the 
basement floor so any tapes we made these we call it "Cat 
Poop Studios". 

SD: A good percentage of bands from Ohio seem 
to have a uniquely-developed sense of home 
and/or "place**, in that their surroundings have 
contributed more to the making of music than, 
say, Philadelphia or Fresno might. Is your 
approach/aesthetic a Columbus thing, and we 
wouldn't understand? 

Ron: I know how from San Francisco it looks like Ohio is 
all one place, but we’re definitely not Cleveland, Columbus 
has nothing to do w/ Pere Ubu-I don’t think we ever felt we 
could call it our scene at all-Cleveland’s like, all the rich 
people are dead and the only people left are relatives with 
ethnic names. 

Bob: True enough, a lot more ethnic diversity in Cleveland, 
Columbus is slightly more whitebread. In that is its charm. 
Ron: It’s more a Datapanik aesthetic than a Columbus 
aesthetic; simple punk rock done in a lo-fi manner, though 
we’re not punk rock like, say, New Bomb Turks are or Girly 
Machine are (the other band Bob’s in). 

Bob: I’ll be frank with you. I’m relatively unaware of any 
SOUND or SCENE, and even if there was any kind of scene I’d 
probably do my best to ignore it, not that I’m a big 


individualist, I’m just very lazy & broke so I don’t go out 
much and see things, so I’m pretty much unaware of 
everything except for what I read in TV Guide & Reader’s 
Digest . 

Ron: The Columbus approach is from behind. 

SD: Are you all Columbus locals/natives? Is the 
band universally and warmly embraced in your 
hometown? 

Ron: Well since the CD came out, well I mean I’m kind of 
notorious for other things, I write & I’ve been in other bands- 
-John Spencer called me a "local legend" onstage once so I 
got all red and hot & bothered when that happened, so I am, 
but as far as the Slave Apts, go, the last time we played there 
were 3 people in the audience & I think two of them were our 
girlfriends, and one of them left during the set too. 

Bob: Yeah, ’cause we didn’t put her on the list. 

Ron: I suppose if we got our shit together enough to play 
we’d draw, I don’t know, 50-60 people... 

Bob: Yeah, to be honest we've put more time in the last 5 
minutes into this band than we have in the previous six 
months, and that’s probably the bone of contention why Nora 
& Keith left because they were expecting something to 
happen and it really hasn’t. 

Ron: No, I think they wanted to do LESS than that. 

SD: Does the band have a particular 

recording/engineering '’technique**? I’m a little 
intrigued by "Cornhole Studios". 

Ron: We’re going to have to call in a special guest star later 
on. 

Bob: Actually Cornhole Studios is the pet project of a guy 
who’s in Gaunt. 

Ron: (to the interviewer) Whose records you PANNED. He 
wants to kick your butt. 

Bob: It was in his basement that we recorded the last thing 
( Xq m Ca n ' t K l ILSUlpid 12") and to be frank with you, I’m no 
perfectionist, I don’t mind lo-fi but I’d like to hear the 
instruments recorded separately and well & what happened 
was we had done a good version of a song and we’re going 
"Yeah, that was our best version of that song" and then when 
he rewound it he realized that he hadn't taped any of it or 
something to the effect that he’d lost the whole thing. 

Ron: I only give him shit about it because he was learning as 
we were learning, I mean I hate real studios—we've always 
been in basements and I think the reason You Can’t Kill 
Slupid is our worst release is because of the sound, I love the 


& ' 




JLL 


Thomas 


Jefferson 


Stave 


Apartments 


















Career I~:err^p:icE Code & I love the sound of 
whatever that first record was called. "Bottle Island"—I like 
£i zz :: reeling where everything's lost and about ready to 
drift a w a y and alof a sodden something kind of SEARS right 
iafto yon ft t-iwrla screams right into you. pounds you out of a 
white noise—you cam hear a few words...I don't know. 

Bwh: Like some kind of big phantom wild flaming WEASEL. 

R: n The rr: rlem - :n You Can't Kill Stupid is that, let me 
get technical for a minute: the same microphone is on the 
guitar k the kick drum, right? 

Bob: Yen cr. was a decided mistake. 

W.mm~ So we couldn't turn up Bob, you know people might 
,;y. I am a cute guy and all that, but... 
Bob: I like him for his breasts, also. 

Ron I think me best thing about the Slave Apts, has always 
bees fte primit ive sound w/ Bob’s great guitar. 

Bob: Thanks. 

R: n: Okay, this is Jerry from Gaunt. 

Bob: (whispers) He doesn't know anything we've said 
mosfar He's an asshole. Jay. 

Ron: Jerry, what would you like to say about the Cornhole 
recording techniques, besides the stuff we just said about how 
: _ fucked up our record and everything. 

Jerry: Well basically it's a 48-track studio & we try to make 
i: sound like a 4-track so it’s been a big flop. 

Ron: Don’t forget the pounds of cocaine and the naked 
women. 

Jerry: Well yeah, I've got to provide the bands with what 
me; need, and if they need that then they GET that. 

Ron: What do you think about getting panned by Superdope ? 
You’re the only band on Datapanik nobody likes. 

Jerry: Well we’ve come to terms with being the bastard band 
of Datapanik, and you'll all eat shit in the end. 

SD: I don't know a whole lot about the great 
AmRep (Mike Hummel), your sometimes 
producer. Can you fill me in? I understand he's 
got an LP due out? 

Bob: He's known in the business as a "survivor”. 

Ron: The great AmRep is this legendary figure who lives on 
this large mountain just South of Roky Erikson's tract home. 
To visit Amrep, you have to know your way through the 
trails", if you know what I mean. AmRep makes you decide 
in 5 minutes what your purpose here on the planet is. Um, he 
played bass in Great Plains on one record, he's my best friend, 

I guess you could say, and he works in the store where we're 
recording this. AmRep's new record is a compilation of stuff 
he's done over the last ten years and some of it's fun-I guess I 
played on it, I don't know exactly where but my name's on 
there someplace. There's just one word to describe AmRep and 
it s...ACIDHEAD. No, actually he's...a good softball player. 
If I needed one phrase to describe him: good softball player. 
Bob: Everytime he's quote-unquote produced stuff or remixed 
stuff that Ron & I have done I've never been dissatisfied with 
it, so I think he's got a pretty good ear w/ regard to setting up 
things. 

Ron: He pretty much got the whole Datapanik CD together, 
and the album's going to be on Siltbreeze & since Siltbreeze 
is paying you guys off anyways I guess we should say "it's a 
great record". 

SD: What’s with the "free" You Can't Kill Stupid 
EP you recently put out? Were you worried you'd 
have trouble finding buyers? 

Ron: I was just feeling guilty to ever have people pay for it. 
I do like the cover, the cover's sweet. 

Bob: Yeah, I think it was a good idea. 

Ron: Well you know how the indie market for 12"'s these 
days is not too hot & I wanted to put out a 12". I mean how 
many 12-inch records, I mean I like the Karl Hendricks record 
that came out of Pittsburgh, but how many indie records that 
aren't on Touch N' Go, say, or Merge-how many of those 


things sell? Datapanik isn't on that kind of level. I just didn’t 
think we could sell them, honestly. Maybe we should've just 
put out a 7" but I thought it'd be fun to do it. 

Bob: A 12"—I don't know if you people are into 
mathematics—but it's a lot BIGGER than a 7". 

Ron: A lot harder to sell, but we’ve gotten over 200 letters 
which has been really fun, people writing really great things. 
We've gotten a real kick out of it. 

SD: Do the Slave Apartments have an agenda, or 
message, for humanity? I know Ron's saying 
something important in "Spasm Of Morality" but 
I can't understand a word. 

Ron: I know when I do reviews I always like quotes from 
lyrics, so here’s the first line: "The pleasure was not fun, and 
in a spasm of morality, I've come. The flesh and spirit strong, 
but in a spasm of morality, we were wrong". What I’m saying 
there, if I may analyze myself, is that all morality is arbitrary 
of post-coital. 

SD: If you could kick out the other 3 members of 
the band £k replace them w/ anyone from history, 
dead or living, whom would you each pick to jam 
with? 

Bob: You mean if I could kick Ron out. 

Ron: I’m feeling kinda guilty, but we were wondering if 
Adolf Hitler could keep time. 

Bob: We talked about that yesterday and we thought Adolf 
Hitler would be the one completely DEPENDENT upon a very 
definite and very march-like rhythm section. We were saying 
if Hitler were growing up now he’d be listening to Ministry 
and industrial music. 

Ron: I could just see Adolf coming in one day going, "Ron, 
Bob, I'm quitting the band!". "I've got a world to destroy!". 
Bob: Yeah, "Here's a flyer". 

Ron: If we want to do this seriously, I love the drumming on 
the Pavement stuff & I love the guy live, so I guess I'd put the 
Pavement drummer as my drummer. Bass players—I never 
notice bass players, ever, unless they quit the band. Off the 
top of my head, I like the studio musician who played on the 
first Byrds album, and I don't think it was Chris Hillman. 
Guitarist? I could get really obscure & say the guy from the 
Faith Healers on the Too Pure label out of England, I have no 
idea what his name is, and I'd want to have William Blake on 
backing vocals and you gotta have a girl in the band, who 
would we have for*a girl...uh, Jayne Mansfield on keyboards. 
Bob: This is probably something I should be able to answer 
off the top of my head but I actually can’t. You know who I’d 
probably pay 50 dollars an hour, not for blowjobs or 
anything but just to set up songs, maybe as a sheer 
"hookmeister" and Ron's going to make fun of me for saying 
this, but Black Francis, I think he sets up a song quite 
beautifully & though they're quite lame live I still say they 
know how to... 

Ron: Does he play the guitar? 

Bob: Yeah, he plays the guitar & rumor has it he comes up w/ 
a lot of the parts and arranges it & I think he's a complete 
genius. To answer your question I'll stick w/ the Black Francis 
shtick. 

Ron: You don't want a bass player or drummer? 

Bob: Well no, I haven't thought about it, why throw 
something off the top of my head... 

Ron: They'd just leave the band anyway. 

Bob: Yeah, they'd just quit because they’re too busy selling 
Am way products. 

SD: Would you say that you are basically happy 
people? 

Bob: That's a good question. I would say "yes" overall, 
although you look at the human race and the vast melting 
pot/cesspool that we've created here... 

Ron: And all the bad records we’ve put out. 









RON HOUSE photo: Jay Brown 


Bob: And all the bad records that are already out there, and 
you say "Why even bother?", but then you wake up and the 
sun’s shining & the bees are humming & the butterflies are 
flying & an occasional good day makes up for a lot of the bad 
ones. And then yesterday I heard from my friend who lives 
right across on Summit that a guy got blown away trying to 
rob a convenience store & we drove past in today and you 
could still see a vast, almost 8-foot-in-diameter red puddle 
already a day later after it had rained, so I guess I'll leave you 
w/ that image. 

Ron: I’m happy but I don’t think that's important. I'm not on 
any great moral mission but I’m more excited by desire & the 
things that get me going, you know. I'm more excited about 
fucking & drinking than I am about being happy. I mean I'm 
not trying to sound like The Dwarves or anything but it’s true. 

About being happy, this review I got in Black To Comm 
once where the guy said, "One day Ron House will listen to 
his records while he’s doing acid, and be so blown away by 
how many shitty things he's done that he'll have to kill 
himself'. Things haven’t gotten that bad yet. 

SD: Any names you’d like to drop? 

Ron: I've got some stories to tell. The first one is, the last 
time I did coke, which was probably about 10 years ago & it 
was at a Big Black show at Staches, a local bar here, and the 
first band came on & they were longhaired poseurs pretending 
they were playing heavy metal-I thought it was disgusting 
and I hated it, and I happened to run into the band on the street 
after the show & there were like 4-5 members of the band & I 
basically told them that I wanted to kick all their butts. I just 
kept yelling, "You are the fucking worst band I’ve ever seen! 
There are NO reasons for you guys to exist—if you don't die 
tomorrow, then I will come and kill you personally, because 
you are the reasons why music is not going to be anything in 
this world!". And they were Green River, and I really feel bad 
now because they turned into Mudhoney, who're one of my 
favorite bands, I love almost everything Mudhoney’s ever 
done. So I still feel kinda guilty about it and I haven't done 
drugs since-not really because of that night, I still thought 
Green River sucked. Bob, you have any names you wanna 
drop or anything? 

Bob: Not so much names to drop but if I may shamelessly 
promote an upcoming release by a band that I play in called 
Girly Machine, and it’s pretty cool shit-the guy at Ropeburn 
generously offered to put it out so that should be fun & it 
might be hated, it might be liked, who knows. 

Actually here's one: My girlfriend had Thanksgiving two 
years ago w/ Sun Ra, and she met several of the musicians like 
the percussionist who didn’t even speak English, but she 
knew in the grand tradition of the brotherhood of musicians 
that they would enjoy smoking some of her marijuana. I 
wonder if they remember her? 

Ron: One night I was at the bar, & it was getting to be 
closing time & believe it or not it was a Bob Mould show and 
it was as bad as you could probably imagine, and I turned to 
my left and there was Tony Fier sitting there (who was the 
drummer for Bob Mould on that tour & who’s played in a 
million bands), and I was going, "You know Tony, I've 
probably listened to you play on 10-15 records, and I don't 
think you’ve ever made one good one". He just looks at me—is 
this a recurring theme or what—and goes, "Who the fuck are 
you, some little butthole in Columbus Ohio, to tell me that I 
haven't done anything important? Who are you, you little 
pest?". I'm a fat pest actually. So he grabs me by the arm & 
says, "Let’s just go outside, I’m going to beat you up right 
now". And I know as well as anybody you don't fight with 
drummers because they have strong arms, right? So I just 
started weaseling, I'm going, "Oh, well, I kinda like the first 
side of the Feelies record...". 

Bob: You want to know what I've been the most pissed off 
about lately? Okay, I understood that Keith, our bass player, 
who was not studied & didn't play with much authority but 
nevertheless came up with good ideas, & thus it hit me that 


it’s good to play w/ people who don't have a whole backlog of 
cliches & they can be inventive in their own beginner way, 
whatever, the point is to his credit he said, "Well I don't think 
I'm gonna be doing it any longer ’cause I'm thinking of 
moving, and I want to sell my bass rig to buy a car". So he’s 
not doing anything basically, he’s still working at a 
sweatshop thing that companies mail out flyers to & he takes 
bundles of mail & he's still making $5 an hour after 8 years of 
working there. But Nora likes to project herself as like a real 
frank & says-what-she-means pseudo-feminist shtick... 

Ron: I don’t know if it's "pseudo"-feminist. 

Bob: And that's fine, we all came up w/ some great shit in the 
basement that’ll never get on tape, but it was really fun & 
then she strings us along for 3 weeks in a row saying "Oh, 
I've got something to do, I can’t practice". This is recently, 
when we wanted to get together and play, and then the last 
week we're going "Yeah, let’s do it", you know, and she says 
to Ron, "I feel too much tension between you and Bob, and so 
I don't really want to play anymore", and so it took her 
basically 4 weeks to decide theoretically something that had 
been on her mind for a long time, so it was really almost 
going-out-of-her-way to break the news to someone in the 
most repressed, psychologically speaking, way, so it was 
kind of a drag to find out that people who you thought you 
were getting together with occasionally for fun & making 
some decent music turned out to not feel that way & go out of 
their way to prove it to you. 

Ron: In closing I'd like to say we’ll probably be playing in 
New York—there'll be a Datapanik night at the CMJ festival, I 
don't know if it's going to be disastrous, hopefully everybody 
in all the other Datapanik bands will stick around to see each 
other because there probably won't be anyone else there if 
they don’t ...and we should have another 7" out, I think we've 
got a couple of guys who’ll come in & play, though it 
probably won't have the same kind of sound as the other 7"'s 




unfortunately 'cause I think it might be more of a ROCK thin g 


POSTSCRIPT: The rhythm section question has been answered & the Slave Apartments are once more fit and 
working again. They re playing NYC as promised & a new Siltbreeze 7" might be in the offmg. 


\ou may contact the Thomas Jefferson Slave Apartments at; 1992B North High St 
Columbus OH 43201. 8 *’ 


1 H . OMAS JEFF ERSON S LAVE APARTMENTS discoaranhv 

# --Split two-song T w/ MONSTER TRUCK 5 (Datapanik) 

Tracks: Bottle Island/Unholy Trophy 
; --Career Interuption Code 7»EP (Datapanik) 

? Tracks: Please Hear My Plea/Tornado/Spasm Of Morality/Up For Two Days 
-3 tracks on Bumped Bv Karaoke compilation rn (Datapanik) 

Tracks: Overemphasize/You Can't Kill Stupid/Edge Central 
f -You Can’t Kill Stupid 12”EP (Datapanik) 

Tracks: You Can t Kill Stupid/Behind Every Good Woman/Big Baby/Emphasize/Edve 
Central/(I Can't Get No) Catharsis 



MOLECULES Live @ Morty's, San Francisco September '92 

Probably the most consistently stunning act in the Bay Area right now minus the now-famous combos we tout 
way too often anyway-a delirious mess, really, of amphetamine-maddened license taken, played faster than light & 
up, down and round & round the fretboard like the sickest, most collapsed version of "jazz" you could ever 
mg tmare... energy incarnate" I think someone opined. Maybe Ed Meese had the right idea what with regard to some 
people having too much freedom & such 'cause you’d never hear this kind of destructive clenched-teeth revolution in 
& l°ok how quiet and behaved those folks have been lately. After their set the REALLY REALLY 
GREAT PEOPLE at Morty’s said that’d probably be the end of "noisy fucked-up shit” at the club so I guess it’s back 
o warming up every half-ass Japanese band that make it to town. Some of tonight's more perplexing 
improvisational action was captured for a forthcoming CD so keep 'em peeled. 



THE MOLECULES 


photo: Sherri Scot? 












"THINKING McPENIS" An essay by Grady Runyan 

I’ve actually been thinking about the Thinking Fellers Union Local 282 for a little while now. It’s pretty easy to do. 
You know why? 'Cause they make it easy for you. Despite all their bizarre & purposeful artiness, patching their 
"songs” together like so many different-shaped train cars, they don't pull many punches. They aim for your brain, 
and score a bullseye most every time. Which is kinda unusual, ’cause most rock 'n roll bands aim for your guts, 
and when they score you can surely feel it, bay-buh. Then you wake up the next day, and what's the first thing you 
do (after checking the fridge)? You try to start using your brain to figure out why you feel different. And when and if 
you succeed, suddenly you’ve got this tangible 2-way connection with some kinda strange force, and you hope your 
new enlightenment won’t hurt the chances of it happening again (It won’t). 

Thinking Fellers bypass this all-important middleman (that's you). Strictly brain to brain, via ears (since a good 
part of this article so far has been about brains, more specifically mine. I'd like to take this brief moment to let you 
know that as far as I can tell, I have a completely average, run-of-the-mill, standard issue brain And I use it a fair 
amount of the time, probably a little more than most people give me credit for, but probably not any more than 
you do). Not necessarily a bad relationship, mind you (especially for those folks who like classrooms), just a limited 
one, and if you’re like me, you wanna get the most outta the thing as possible. Some people masturbate with their 
brains, and great music can feel like the real thing, which brings me back to the Thinking Fellers, who are a 
cerebral fuck at best, though a pretty good one if you've been paying attention in class. 

And speaking of thinking, I believe it was El Duce who once said, "Let your dick do the thinkin'". For those of you 
who slept through high school anatomy, a brief refresher: MEN DO NOT HAVE BRAINS INSIDE THEIR 
PENISES (though I’ve found the reverse to often be true), and in this sense, their penises cannot really THINK. 
But what we should all realize, as diligent thinkers ourselves, is that an advanced mind like that of El Duce does 
not deal in the merely literal. What he w r as really getting at is that we should not think at all. We should just fuck 
instead. Why Thinking Fellers, as a rock 'n roll band, willfully disobeys this escapes me. Not that they have to, for 
many comparable bands (Chrome, Butthoies, Magic Band) have discharged their psychosis in more visceral and 
no less mind-boggling ways. Thinking Fellers don’t so much play their songs as display them, like paintings (albeit 
very unique ones), but unless I can see and thus take part in their creation, I feel like I missed something. Ajid I 
wouldn't mind waking up with a little paint on me the next day either. They scratch my brain, but that’s not where it 
itches. 

GATE “Prophet Rebel” 7” 

Long-drone graduate of the I Can Hear The Devil Calling Me NZ co-op making a real debut of sorts, and oddly 
this record seems to work “best” as a morning wake-up call-I guess many would find the ultrastun synth/AM radio 
band static drizzle as being a bit disconcerting & even lulling in the worst bender-ending fashion but along w/ a bowl 
of Team & 20 minutes on the pull-up bar & I can’t wait to hightail it to work. Which of the two sides is the bonus 
niteclub remix is a mystery I am at this point not allowed to reveal. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 
19105) 

GATE "The Geraldine" 7” 

Geraldine is this little village somewhere below Christchurch that is "home" to New Zealand’s last remaining 
record pressing plant. It's a real homeade deal & the quality of the vinyl is just a notch or two above flexi status, but 
it is what it is & nobody down there seems too bothered by it so why should you? Plus you can do tiny runs (the 
AXEMEN have one in an edition of six!) cheaply by & for yourself just for the "hell" of it. That’s basically what 
this is. Done in an edition of twenty, this is really "nothing” more than a fairly accurate aural account of a typical 
morning in the Grey St. lounge after the inspirational "stick" & pot of expresso; one side is a couple minutes of 
dual guitar feed-clang & the other's a snippet of some rather lovely synth-murk. I can assure you, it makes me "sick" 
every time I play it. Wish I was there. (Precious Metal; 19 Grey St., Port Chalmers, Otago NEW ZEALAND) 

/ -- Tom Lax 

* RUDOLPH GREY "Mask Of Light” LP 

This is undoubtedly Grey's most group-oriented release to date, and as such easily distinguishes itself from the 
rest of his highly undocumented post no-wave career. Continuing in the same vein as last year's "Implosion 73" 
single, Grey seems to be shifting the emphasis from his own paint-peeling non-guitar technique to more attempts at 
group chemistry, a la his still unreleased work in the Blue Humans. To this end, he has employed the legendary 
Rashied Ali on drums and (to lesser effect) Dietrich & Sauter of Borbetomagus on homs. The results? Either as 
extreme an interpretation of "free jazz" as you’re likely to hear, zeroing in on the turbulence and intensity while 
forsaking much of the subtlety, or a highly sophisticated rock freakout, marked by Grey & Ali’s unmistakable 
styles. 

The album’s obvious centerpiece is "Mask Of Light" (clocking in at a massive 38 minutes-and the fade in & out 
indicates that it's only an excerpt!), recorded live in France. Here especially it is Ali that really makes the whole 
show work, accenting peaks that might have otherwise gone unrealized while continually gathering the disparate 
horn and string sounds into a sphere of continual and unforced motion. As always, Grey's gnarled, collapsing guitar 
parts are a wonder, not merely effect-driven shriek & blare as some may assume but the human equivalent of a 
volcano’s molten lava flow. Their interplay is strong, if not always obvious (also contained is a second, longer 
version of "Implosion 73", where the Grey/Ali axis is perhaps at its peak), rendering the sax bleating almost 
incidental. 

Grey s modus operandi is by now so dense—pinpointing the most extreme overlap df rock and jazz music styles, 
then blowing them up to epic proportions-that it is almost impenetrable. (New Alliance; P.O. Box 1389, Lawndale 
CA 90260) — Grady Runyan 
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FL Y ASHTRA Y 


With some illogical delusiuon of anti-grandeur we at Superdope decided to do all we could to discourage the 
sending of most promotional recordings to our mailbox the last couple of issues (you may or may not have noticed 
the "disclaimer") due to the fact that we were now set on reviewing only "good" recordings (the vast majority of 
promotional records being remarkably not-good); it didn’t work and in a way I’m kind of glad that a handful of people 
decided not to follow the rules, because I suspect we would as yet still be unacquainted with Fly Ashtray's trapezoidal 
buzz-drone had they not sent along their Vital Music "Soap/Bip/Feather" 7" earlier this year...one of the more 
unusual things about Fly Ashtray besides their decided dearth of popular recognition is their blown-mind ability to 
ride a wave of layered turned-screw guitar repetition into untrammeled musical jungles & disturbing conceptual 
hideaways where only heavy hitters like the Gordons, Sun City Girls or Dead C have even peeked...not somewhat 
unlike these examples of semi-abrasive yet sonicly and decriptively elusive way-gone-ism. Fly Ashtray seem to have 
all 7 or 8 feet planted in the here and now of jangled pop absurdities, stuttered & hiccuping structural wack and 
brilliantly-executed "fades", low-post double-teaming & some great top-of-the-key outside shots. I guess mere 
adjectives are next-to-meaningless when you're going on about a music that some of us can actually see whilst 
listening, you know? I know of only one other measly band that can pull it off like this and as you’ll see Fly 
Ashtray are more than pleased to be compared w/ them. 

They’ve got a new (& debut) LP/CD called Clumps Takes A Ride that suffice it to say just might be the best new 
thing I’ve heard all year. If only their home townspeople even knew (an unscientific Superdope survey conducted in 
NYC last spring yielded not even one slobbering follower; then again we spent all our time watching Manhattan 
Cable TV). We made contact w/ the men of Fly Ashtray in September via a TDK-SA90 cassette and through a rather 
confusing interview came up w/ the following. 


FLY ASHTRAY: Chris Thomas-- guitar, bass, vocals 
Glenn Luttman- drums 

SUPERDOPE: Jay James Kavoussi- guitar, vocals 

John Beekman-- bass, guitar, instruments 
laying around the studio 

SD: Give us an outline, if you will, of the "evolution" of Fly Ashtray’s line-up & any recordings 
you’ve released since your start. 

Chris: Our line-up has not really evolved since 1989. 

John: There used to be this guy named Mike who played the bass. 

Chris: We started out in the mid-80's & there was a floating line-up and then it got to be me & John & James and this guy 
Mark who played drums in the Alter Boys & The Gashounds and Tim Namus who disappeared, maybe some other people. 
John: Mike left to pursue Scientology & dog catching & join Uncle Wiggly. 

James: And Chris's brother Eric was playing drums and he went to Japan because he got too wasted to stay in New York. 
Chris: So it was me, Mike, James, John & Eric—Eric left, Glen came-Mike left to be in Uncle Wiggly and be a farmer & so 
it was the four of us. We decided not to replace him but to "consume” his position. 

James: To be a more, concise, tight thing. And that's when we really started getting cohesive and "good". 

John: There was a band called Fly Ashtray that did a song called 'The Day I Turned Into Jim Morrison" & a song called "Eat 
At Joe's" & some other songs on a single that we will not sell you. 











Chris: We lost all those. There were like 200 copies in the 
Bronx & the guys that had them moved out and now they're 
gone. 

John: Having made the single we felt like we were a real 
band and that was enough to keep us rehearsing & drinking a 
lot & generally enjoying life for a couple of years and so we 
decided to put out another single because we thought that the 
music we were making sounded good, and we did it ourselves 
in what turned out to be really bad packaging-it's called the 
Extended Outlook EP & it has 4 songs on it-and then a year 
after that Michael McGonigal wanted to start a record label, 
no wait, a year later the 3rd single came out, it was called 
"Soap Bip Feather" in the popular press, and that's our most 
recent release. We then recorded an album and it's coming out 
next week on the Shimmy-Disc label. 

Chris: Aren’t you forgetting about compilations we were 
on? 

John: Why yes Chris, why don’t you tell them about 
compilations. 

Chris: The first one was called The Phoaming Edison Tapcs - 
-what was that German 45rpm compilation called, Short Cuts 
& One-Minute Eggs or something... 

James: "Bip" was on there. Who else is on there, HP 
Zinker...a bunch of Austrian bands... 

Chris: The Dust Devils & Uncle Wiggly & Fly Ashtray are 
all on that, you can never find it. Soluble Fish is a record that 
is coming out... 

James: Which might not come out. We hope it comes out. 
Chris: What's that Hollywood, California themed record? 
Whatever happened with that? 

James: It's a Vital Music record, obtained by Celluloid, 
which was recently obtained by Restless; they might put it 
out & it has a song by us on it. 

Chris: There's a new record due out on Hemiola Records, 
really "exclusive" label in England-10 songs, 12" 45rpm EP. 

SD: Why is at least one member of the band 
apologetic about your "Day I Turned Into Jim 
Morrison” 7”? 

Glenn: I think he misunderstood what I said. What I really 
said was I'm sorry I wasn't there to see it happen. I talked to 
Jay about the "Jim Morrison" single, which was the first Fly 
Ashtray record, and he seems to think I was apologetic for it, 
for just the way it came out & the music on it, and really what 
I was apologizing for was the fact that I wasn't there. 


James: I don't think that record is really... 

Chris: (cutting him off) It doesn’t matter, nobody can ever 
find a copy of it. 

John: I think "Eat At Joe's" is a really good song. 

James: The only thing I'm unhappy with is the production 
of it. It was our first time doing multi-track recording and we 
were intimidated by the engineer & we let him kinda mix the 
drums up really high & the vocals really loud & it's not 
necessarily what we wanted, but the songs themselves were 
good songs. 

John: It was a strange idea to put "Jim Morrison" as the A- 
side. It was our old manager's fault who will remain nameless 
because we're going to blame her for this. 

SD: Quote-unquote inside jokes or nonsensical 
phrases seem to be a big part of your lyrical & 
song-titling approach, to name but one example, 
"I’m just as suave as an ice cream cone that's 
melting on your right kneebone”. Where does 
this tomfoolery come from? 

Glenn: Over to Chris, who is the writer of "Ice Cream 
Cone". 

Chris: I made that up, but I really can't tell you any more 
about it than what it does to you because it's too deeply, 
personally traumatic...too revealing, I can't get into it.* 
Glenn: You'd get in a lot of trouble. 

Chris: In jokes? I'm sorry, there's no in-jokes in our songs. 
It must be frustrating for people to wonder what we're talking 
about. 

John: Except that we're all big Fall fans & one of the things 
we like about them is that we never knew what the fuck he was 
talking about. It sort of made the music more interesting 
because when you really hear what somebody's talking about 
in all the songs it’s kind of nothing special. 

Glenn: It takes away from it. * 

Chris: Not all the time, that's too much of a generalization 
'cause there's a mil 1 ion songs that I love that have the vocals 
mixed way up high. 

John: Even though that's not the kind of thing that we 
usually do, as per your question. It seems accurate, but I 
personally like it that way, because I know that there's a lot 
of other people that I will never understand what they're 
thinking about, and they'll never understand what I'm 
thinking about. You hear some music, and then you like it, 
and then it'll mean something to you. A "suave ice cream 
cone", this is a really trite answer, but it's anything you want 
it to be. 



FL Y ASHTRA Y after a particularly grueling set 











James: We just don’t want people to know that we don't 
know. 

SD: Who is that horrible woman on your 
flexidisc give-away saying "Hello, Pretty Bird"? 

I couldn't get that out of my head for weeks. 

John: That is a "Traip. Your Bird To Talk" record. 

Glenn: (after long pause) You could have made up something 
better than that. 

SD: Does the sheer size of the New York City 
"market" guarantee you an audience of like- 
minded individuals or does the incredible amount 
of bands serve to shut you out instead? 

James: New York City is a really shitty place to get any 
kind of recognition at all. There’s just millions of bands & 
you just play gigs for years and years and unless you just like, 

I don't know what, you gotta just slide. 

Chris: Unless you're trendy. 

James: You've got to do a lot of pushing & basically play 
outside of New York to get any recognition in New York. 
Glenn: It's hard to play in New York. Just getting a good gig 
normally doesn't come easy, you have to bug someone. 
James: There are so many bands playing every night that 
it's hard to motivate the average person to go out & see a band 
they haven't seen because there are so many to see. It's 
impossible to keep track of every new band, or even old 
bands. What's to motivate people to come see us? We don't 
really try to get people to come see us—we just PLAY 'cause 
w'e hate having to deal with that. 

John: We've been able to play at least once a month for the 
past 5 or 6 years, we can usually get a gig when we want to. 
We usually have a home bar that we tend to play at like every 
other month or so, we've changed venues a couple of times. 
We haven't done any touring because we don't have any 
transportation & we're too lazy. Audiences that come to see us 
started out being our friends and to an extent they still are. 



SD: What’s your relationship with Shimmy-Disc, 
if any? 

James: Mike McGonigal's got his own label called See/Eye 
Records, which has put out Fly Ashtray & Uncle Wiggly 
singles, kind of, except that we paid for recording & pressing 
& distributing them and he put his name on them. And then 
this new Fly Ashtray album and another comp album called 
Chinny Chin Chin . 4 sides, 4 bands—Sleepyhead, Kicking 
Giant, Wall Drug & Fantastic Palace-that and the new Fly 


Ashtray record are supposed to be the first two LP's on 
"Shimmy-See/Eye". It's the 90's thing to be on two labels at 
once. Shimmy-Disc is pressing and distributing it and that's 
it—it’s just a one-shot deal and Kramer had nothing to do with 
it, fortunately. We like to produce our own stuff and mix & 
record it in our own studio. We dig doing it ourselves. 

John: Nothing at all against Kramer, we might like to work 
with other producers, but "we enjoy working in the studio". 

SD: I’ve heard that certain members have various 
side projects going--are these in keeping with 
the Fly Ashtray aesthetic, whatever that might 
be (maybe now'd be a good time to "explain" it), 
or are they fundamentally & stylistically 
different? 

James: What's the Fly Ashtray aesthetic? It’s hard to say- 
it's this big kinda furry green thing... 

Chris: That's a fanuckle. * 

James: Oh yeah, that's right. I'm in this other band called 
Uncle Wiggly and it's a different concept than Fly Ashtray...I 
play drums in that band. I don’t know, it’s really hard to say 
what we’re (Fly Ashtray) trying io put across in our 
music...it’s freaking me out to think about it. 

Glenn: I don't know if were trying to put across anything, 
it's just songs that certain people come up with, there's no 
message, usually, behind any one of them. 

Chris: Some of our songs have things to say, others just 
have the music to say ...my songs don't necessarily subscribe 
to the Fly Ashtray aesthetic, though, they're my own. I'm in a 
band with Glenn and an unknown person named TKF and we 
have a band called Van Gelder, and I have a whole recorded 
project of a pretend band called Power Structure. 

Glenn: L/F is just something that I do with James, it 
happened when I got fired from my job. 

James: That's what L/F stands for, Luttman fired. 

Glenn: It's just cassettes and whatever we find, we put on 8- 
track. 

James: We just get sounds and all you do is kinda slow it 
down & reverse it and loop it and play it for 3 minutes. 

Glenn: Thank you Michael Morley. 

John: I had a band with my ex-wife called The Nervesox, we 
were really really great, we played one gig and it was just so 
amazing. And it's so sad. I was in a band called "Joe" for a 
while, it was also called S-A-S and Moondane, and it sounded 
like 70's prog-rock, but I didn't write any of the songs and it 
was led by this very-sort-of-forceful-personality guy who 
drank a lot and was into that guy from Van Der Graff Generator 
and really heavy popist-type stuff and I played heavy bass for 
him. That band broke up when he couldn't stand to live in the 
city anymore. 

Before that James & Michael and I and sometimes Chris & 
whoever else was into hanging out downtown with the forest 
known to the world as Azalia Snail, were drinking a lot and 
having a 4-track laying in the room with all sorts of strange 
clothing & musical equipments & various "inducements". We 
were in a band called S!T!OH!N!K! that got together to do a 
cover version of 'To Sir With Love" but ended up lasting for a 
couple of years through some very rocky road-type 
experiences that will someday be documented as a 
S!T!0!I!N!K! song on a forthcoming Azalia Snail release. I 
also had this band called Open Wide which was an extension 
of S!T!0!I!N!K!, which was Azalia's next thing after 
S!T!0!I!N!K!. 

SD: More than one person has made the offhand 
remark that you folks could very well be 

considered an East Coast brother to the Thinking 

Fellers Union Local 282. Do you feel an affinity 

with them, and if so, who else could you play 

comfortably on a bill with? 

James: I've heard a handful of people say that to me after 

gigs. 

Glenn: That's really complimentary, they're great. I'd like to 
play with them. We asked Gerard Cosloy if he could put us on 
a bill with the Thinking Fellers 'cause we heard they were 
coming to New York. 














THE LAZY COWGIRLS THIRD TIME'S THE CHARM-AGAIN' LP/ 
CD 

The original Third Times..EP together with a bunch of rare studio 
and live stuff. Includes an ’85 radio session that’ll burn your barn. 
15 big chunks of raw power from LA's mightiest. 


HOSS ‘YOU GET NOTHING’ LP/CD 

The Stones tackle Sabbath with Fred ‘Sonic’ Smith jumping in off 

the ropes. 12 powerhouse cuts from Joel of God (The 'My Pal’ God) 

and his new bunch of cronies make for best Australian Album of the 

Year. 


GPO 80X 2366V, MIlBOURNf 3001. AUSTRALIA 


you get nothing.. 
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CHEATER SLICKS DESTINATION LONELY’ CD 
From Boston's weirdest comes an album for loser’s every»|iere.||bese:j 
guys delve into the deepest, darkest recesses of psydhotfefeO’s punk: 
and come out with twisted tunes and sick, crazy noise. Cover by Dan 
Clowes. ' n 


VARIOUS ARTISTS ‘GROIN THUNDER' CD/DOUBLE LP 
24 groups cover the kings of drool, The Troggsl! Features the Dwarves, 
Cheater Slicks, Bevis Frond, Fluid, Antiseen, Thee Headcoats, Bored, 
Muffs, Walkingseeds, Original Sins, Devil Dogs and a 4-colour Peter 
Bagge cover! 


DISTRIBUTED BY SHOCK RECORDS AUSTRALIA FAX -r 613 482 3873 
UK. - A.P.T., ITALY - HELTER SKELTER, SPAIN - CAROLINE, 
SWITZERLAND - REC REC, BENALUX - SEMAPHORE, USA - GET 
HIP, TCI, REVOLVER USA, RELATIVITY, CARGO etc .. 


GPO BOX 2366V, WIBOURNI3001, AUSTRALIA 
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Chris: ..n; 5 is i:? I wonder if they know of us? 

Glenn: Vs> 0 else cocld we play comfortably with? 

James: Pius:! 

Glenn: Smack Dab. 

John; - = d like to know is what the Thinking Fellers 

think c: a comparison between Fly Ashtray & them. Next 
tine they re in New York City they should look us up and we 
can discuss our mutual aesthetics. 

Glenn: Yeah, no one says that we "copy” the Thinking 
Fellers I: s nc: rue, for one. I wouldn't want to be written off 
as a band mat copied the Thinking Fellers or the band that 
copied Pavement or Teenage Fanclub. 

John: When in fact we are the low-rent My Bloody 
Valentine. 

Glenn: Yeah, we've been called "the one and only low-rent 
My Bloody Valentine". 

James: I think it's fair to say that there are certain aspects of 
certain songs that are similar to Thinking Fellers but that's 
lake maybe 20% of our overall thing-there's a lot of different 
kinds of things that we do that they don't do and vice versa. 

Glenn: It's just a good way for people to touch upon our 
sound, to have something that they're familiar with already. 

James: There are so few bands that aren't really generic that I 
guess it can’t be helped. We'd like to play with Faust, and Neu. 

Neu is great. 

Chris: I'd like to play with Unrest, I don't know why. Soft 

Machine. 

John: Caroliner, man, we want to play with Caroliner. They 
are mind-melting. 

SD: Who are the people on the front and back 
cover of the "Soap” 7”? Your packaging is about 
as insularly mystifying as your lyrics are. 

John: The front cover is a shot from a high school 
production of "Carnival" and it's a bunch of kids dressed up 
and playing on the stage & they look like they're having a 
good time, and on the back we have some photos and xeroxes 
that we assembled, there's the band picture of us at a free 
kindergarten party where we all happened to be in attendance 
despite our geographic dispersal, that's the four of us there. 

The single is a collage of stuff that we all found & threw 
together over the course of a couple months; one night we 

You can reach Fly Ashtray at: 596 Broadway #204, New York NY 10012. 


BRATMOBILE live @ The Chameleon, San Francisco June *92 

So maybe Bratmobile weren't the right band to take a stab at "Slip It In" or "Spray Paint" (it was, after all, 
FLAG day when we saw them) but it seemed like a good idea at the time to try & convince them they were...their 
slip n 1 slop jungle hop shenanigans were actually real endearing & I’ll bet they can knock 'em stone dead at rallies & 
K Records conventions. When they launched into the teen anthem "Bob Whittaker and Matt Lukin Are Great Guys 
And We Can’t Wait To Party With Them Back In Olympia" it truly was revolution summer all over again except 
this time for real. Smiles were everywhere and "Y" not? You’re never so old you can't use the word "cute" and mean 
iL 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Give Me A Little Pain-Dangerhouse Volume Two" CD 

For all my love & kisses, if a decision’s got to be made, the best era/location/scene for an evolutionary rock n’ 
roll history lesson would quite surely have to be Los Angeles circa 1976-84. I could list some examples of the 
wealth of incredible bands & records from the City of Angels (you can start w/ "Forming" & don’t halt ’till you 
reach the Flesh Eaters’ Hard Road To Follow or even Double Nickelsj but these pages cost a lot of money to print & 
Hi surmise you already know of whom I speak. Dangerhouse were pretty much the first repeated documentors of the 
American punk racket and put out some of the most intense whitehot flip-the-bird 45s of all time-among this disc’s 
loose cannons are The Bags ("Babylonian Gorgon" & a slightly remixed take of "We Will Bury You"), whose 
seething twin-pak guitar BLAZE was second only to The Germs’ for sheer raw power as far as I’m concerned; X’s 
Jacqueline Susan polemic "Adult Books"; The Weirdos' unrelenting "We Got The Neutron Bomb"; and a previously 
imreleased Eyes track called "Eniwetok" that’s as hot & quick a carnival ride as "TAQN" & maybe as downright 
c-iichy. Internal don't-have-anything-better-to-do debate raging in the Superdope offices over whether the liner note 
:.i aging of ex-Dangerhouse honcho (& Eyes organist) David Brown by former Slash staffer "Basho Macko" is "real" 
:: r:I lend to dear, it Brown gets blamed, among other things, for the deaths of Black Randy & Darby Crash) 

: _: : _I - ~- If y ou can track dowm a boot of these singles that came out 7 or so years ago w/ a Pan ter cover 

:- -: ' L F-eL ; - ; by all means do so but barring that these Frontier collections are very totally brill, 
Twai Adroay^sapdalL (Rentier, P.O. Box 22, Sun Valley CA 91353-0022) 


spread it out over James' kitchen table and heckled over what 
to cut off of things, and generally pasted it together to look 
confusing and disorienting. I’m sorry, we did it on purpose. 
You're right. I'm really sorry about that. The inside of that, is 
it like dada? That'd be really pompous. 

James: It's like that Trio song. It's a poster that's a drawing 
of a fish w/ its big mouth open & teeth & a little kid with a 
balloon and some weird plant-thing that our good friend 
Tanya drew. You should get a second copy of it so you can 
hang the poster up on the wall. 

Chris: You should get a first copy of it. 

SD: Where would we expect to find the members 
of Fly Ashtray if we didn't find them in their 
practice space or homes? 

Glenn: There are certain places I guess you could find us but 
don’t come looking for us there. You can find us at police 
stations, places like that. 

James: We like hanging out with the cops. We love cops. 
Glenn: We don't go to bars or anything like that, do we? We 
stay in each other's homes. 

John: We're living in a police state. We stay home and 
watch fucking cable TV. 

Glenn: None of us are allowed out. We don't go out much. 
John: We go to see bands play live, that's what we do. 
James: When we're not rehearsing or recording we're out 
following the Thinking Fellers around, seeing every show 
they play live all over the country. 

Chris: We're their biggest fans. 

SD: Anything else you'd like to add? 

James: I think to really understand where Fly Ashtray's 
coming from you have to kinda look at where we've been. 
John: Yahoo! Yeah! 

Glenn: What the fuck are you talking about? 

Chris: You sound like Bill Clinton. 

James: Y'know 'cause like if we're going from one place to 
the other, you look at one of them & then you see where the 
difference between them is, and when you see that there’s the 
first one and the second, but you subtract 'em, and then you 
kind of....is that it. is that the end of it? 

YES. THE END. 















THE 

NIGHT KINGS 


Interviewed October 1992 via TDK-AD-C60 cassette 

Selected journal entries from "What The Night Kings Mean To Me”, a work in progress: ...It was a dark and 
stormy night, 1988. That night when I purchased a sound-unheard 7” by a Seattle rock ensemble dubbed The Nights 
And Days I was yearningly anguishing for something, anything, that could graft the raw no-count genius of, say, a 
Solger onto the wicked-ass drunk thunder of, say, early Green River & mix it up w/ the angry punk stylings of, say, 
Bobby Sherman. I got none of those things. But I got a little bit more. The single was called "Garbage Can", mid it 
cold-cocked me like a fat sack of ball-peen hammers-full bleeding VUage w/ a stomping lank & lean 60's riff, a 
bare-knuckled guitar sound that shook down a hundred or so Fabs, Zakary Thaks, Esquires, Keggs, Del-Vettes, you 
name 'em, & ran them through all that late-80's amplification & distortion technology had to offer, and added a been- 
around-the-block uptight vocal howl that brought the whole wrecked mess front & center & made fleeing an 
impossibility. It was followed up in grand overloaded fashion w/ "These Days/Lookin'" almost a year later, surely 
one of my favorite punk rock 45's of all time, believe you me...we started an ill-fated, too-talented-to-live band called 
The Pork Sword just so we could cover "Lookin’" & I think either that or "We All Love Peanut Butter" was the first 
song I ever murdered...Anyway! The Night Kings, the phoenix-like wreckage of the Nights And Days & Kings Of 
Rock flameouts, have in relatively long order amassed a handful of unrelentingly loud and ravagingly crude cuts on 
7"s & comps & have a new LP due to burst at the seams within a couple months. Their je ne sais quoi is frothing 
right at the head of a class that includes the Cheater Slicks & not so many others willing to shuck all for a bullet 
ride on a delirious firebreathing gravy train of their own making. I hooked up w/ these Night Kings for one of our 
patented cassette chats, and I am certain you’ll find the extensive results almost nearly as fascinating (and to be sure, 
insightful!) in an English-only kind of way as that great kick-ass Brainbombs interview we did last issue. 

NIGHT KINGS: Dan: drums 

SUPERDOPE: Jay Jerry: bass 

Rob: guitar, vocals 


5 D Firstly, what’s the current bass player status? 

Dan His name is Jerry O'Brian. 

« :: He :c be m Egor and The Nights & Days, took a little vacation for a year & a half or two, he’s going to be back 
Ib ^ bat an the LP it's gnmg to be Dylan, who’s from Flathead & who’s my nephew. He’s been playing the last 3 

_ . . _ - . ; _ 11 ; ne : 11 i that's the guy on the Sub Pop single. He’ll be on Larry Hardys Bum release 












SD: How have things in Seattle changed since 
the mid-to-late 80’s, musically or otherwise? 
(Here’s your chance to put the fucking 
Californians in their place) 

Rob: You guys must think you’re big shots down there, 
hunh—I don’t know about Californians, I know there’s a lot of 
people (moving here) from Idaho, Iowa, Arizona, Nebraska, 
everywhere else...It’s changed w/ the addition of all these 
neo-hippies from those areas, I guess. Too many geeks, get 
'em out of here. Musically they all jump on the grungewagon. 
Dan: Too much grunge. 

Rob: They can’t cut their own swath. 

SD: As I watch some new kind of garage aesthetic 
pushing its way across the country (or at least 
finally tunneling a way out) I get the feeling 
there’s at least several ’’camps” setting up, from 
Estrus-style beer n* hot rod thick chordage to 
lost primitive thump a la The Gories & Mummies 
to a few other pseudo-styles I’m too taxed to 
define. Where do the Night Kings pitch their 
tents? 

Jerry: Well it’s not exactly a "new” kind of thing. We're 
kind of on the outside. 

Rob: We just work on original songs a lot and that's about 
it, I don’t know...we definitely don’t fit into the Estrus style; 
it’d probably be more somewhere between the Gories & 
Mummies if anything, but even there they don’t sound 
anything like us so I don’t know. Listen to the records & 
figure that one out yourselves, ya damn fools. 

Jerry: We can’t be categorized that easily. 

SD: What were you as individuals doing 

musically before The Night Kings? Had you all 
been playing in bands before this current outfit? 
Dan: I, the drummer, played in the Kings Of Rock & a couple 


NIGHTS AND DAYS circa '88 

(1-r: Rob Vasquez, Matt Jones, Jerry O’Brian, Brenden S.) 

other little things, and well, with you guys in other things 
but that’s about it. 

Jerry: I was mostly playing with myself at home. 

Rob: He’s got hairy palms. Me, let’s see, I started off in, 
what, '76, playing with a group called The Feelings in 
Seattle, probably one of the first real punk bands around town 
besides maybe The Mice that weren’t influenced by British 
bullshit stuff, pure American kind of punk, more MC5, Dolls, 
Stooges-influenced stuff, then I played w/ a band in the late 
70’s/early 80’s called The Look, that changed their name to 
The Spell when they got a different drummer. That was more 
like the late-70’s punk thing, not like thrash or hardcore but 
more ’’regular punk”. We were actually a little bit big, but we 
never pressed anything. We recorded at the Triangle Studios, 
which was what Word Of Mouth is now & Reciprocal. We were 
like the second kind-of-punk band to record there, after The 
Telepaths. 

Then Nights And Days, then Egor...actually the first two 
Night Kings pressings, the Estrus cut and the ’’Bug Weed” cut 
on Regal Select are both Egor, and that’s with Jerry on bass & 
Dan on drums & me. So the circle’s back around again. 

SD: How do *92 Night Kings differ from ’88 
Nights And Bays? 

Dan: They’re two different bands. 

Rob: Kinda different aesthetics too, The Nights & Days were 
kind of mod-garage kind of stuff, style and music, whereas 
Night Kings I think are a little more of a punk offering than 
the Nights & Days were. Nights And Days were innocent, 
Night Kings know their business. 

SD: Rob, where did that sharp-as-nails guitar 
sound come from? Like on that Gorls record, I 
knew it was you without even knowing you were 
in the band. You think it’s a result of how you 
play or what you use? 

Rob: Oh, here’s one for the star...well jeez, I don’t know 
what to tell ya, since you’ve never fucking seen us...it's just a 
cheap guitar, a shitty old Fender amp, and this locally-made 
bottom with a 12-inch Celestian in it and that’s about it. 
Other than that it's just me fusing with the whole mess & 
making something happen. 

Dan: It’s all the pot you smoke. That has a big effect on the 
songs. 

Mob: Lot of pot, and a lot of lookin’. 

SD: Anyway, just who are The Gorls? 

Rob: My girlfriend Dawn had been wanting to start a girl 
band, and no girls wanted to play. 

Dan: I played. 


















NIGHT KINGS 


Rob: Well yeah, it was before Dan had his penis removed & 
the implants put in. She wanted to start a band w/ girls & no 
one wanted to do it so she started a band called The Gorls w/ 
boys and girls. It ended up being just one girl 'cause her two 
sisters kind of flopped out. It's worked into a pretty good set 
of songs & we’ll probably be the next big thing. That's 
another one that has Dylan playing bass & a kid named 
Donny playing drums. 

SD: Say there was this plant. Say that when this 
plant was set afire it gave off a particularly acrid 
smoke that when inhaled by certain humans, 
made them write fast garage punk songs about 
the joys of inhaling said plant. Would the Night 
Kings support the legalization of this sure-to- 
be-outlawed, definite danger-to-society plant? 
Rob: OF COURSE we'd like to see pot legalized, I think 
everybody in this band would. If anything listen to "Bug 
Weed", I think that states the politics of the thing rather well. 
The feds don't have any business in our business. 


so we could make some money. 

Jerry: Or Gas Huffer, 

Rob: They stay away from us. 

Dan: Nobody likes us in Seattle. 

Rob: They re scared to shit to play w/ us 'cause we're so 
fucking good, I mean, how can you follow The Night Kings? 
We had that problem trying to set up shows down in your turf 
too (North San Bruno~-ed.) ’cause I think everyone was too 
fucking scared to play with us, I don’t know. 

SD: What’s on the horizon after the Super- 
Electro LF? 

Rob: Warner Brothers, Geffen, fuck, we're going to have to 
flip a coin here after we finish the Super-Electro thing, so just 
keep your eyes & ears open. 

SD: What other musical ensemble’s recording 
captures the essence of what The Night Kings are 
’’striving” for? 

Dan: Kool And The Gang. Julio Iglesias. 

Rob: I don’t know, there's a certain amount of "oomph" we'd 
like to get out that to me is derived from 6G’s groups and a few 
occasional 70's & 80's groups, not much in the 9Q's yet. 
Pretty Things. 

Dan: We’re exactly like 'em. 

SD: Who would you say are Seattle’s most visible 
and/or annoying drunks? 

All: Dave Holmes! 

Dan: From The Fall-Outs, 

Jerry: Michael Goodall. 

Rob: I think it’s too much of that Issaquah air that he 
breathes, but Dave Holmes, that guy’s just obnoxious. 

Dan: He’s definitely Seattle's most visible and annoying 
drunk. 

Rob: I can't STAND to be around him when he's drunk. He's a 
nice guy when he's sober, seems to be able to manage, he 
keeps jobs-7 years at hamburger stands, he's a lifer. 

Dan: He won't live another year. That liver’s history. 

Rob: Him and Dino, Dino’s really bad. 

Dan: The whole band’s a bunch of drunks, really. 


SD: Are you placed on bills in town that you 
generally find agreeable, or is there a real or 
perceived animosity between yourselves & 
Seattle's booking agents? 

Jerry: I believe the band's called Spoon Bender, we really 
dug them. 

Rob: Whoa...that’s a tough one, because we’d like to ...(great 
exorcism of tape; I'm doing these live from now on--ed.)...\ 
guess we don’t find our bills usually agreeable, other than the 
bills we play w/ The Fall-Outs & even that gets kind of boring 
'cause it’s the only band we've been able to play with since 
The Nights & Days. Even Mudhoney won’t let us play w/ them 


FIN. 

NIGHTKINGS discography 

-"Dirty Work” on Tales From Estrns 7" comp. (Estrus) 
1990 

—"Bug Weed" on split 7" w/ Yummy (Regal Select) 1991 
-"Night Kings Theme/Mid-Night/Old Dick" 7" (Sub Pop) 
1992 

--"Black Fluid" on Puget Power Vol.3 7” comp. (Regal 
Select) 1992 

-"Bum/Ain't No Fun" 7" (In The Red) 1992 



EARLY MAN SITE '92 demo & Live Club Miramar St., SF September '92 
I used to sorta see "these guys" around in Santa Barbara when they were still a trio playing to equally intoxicated 
gatherings of 4 or 5 on the guitarist’s front lawn. In three years they’ve added secret weapon Bruce Shindig (& very 
recently Ice G, ex-Monoshock, Liquor Ball) and I’ve tearfully admired their Homeric journey from a stop-us-or-we'll- 
keep-playing hapless noise something-or-other to raising "cute band aletf's all over the SF/Guemeville axis. They’d 
surely be tickled if you told them they were the lost link between Jealous Again & Hex F.ndnction Hour but the 
singer won't do the Mark E. Smith stream-of-verbiage no matter how hard you ask: "I am a hexen prole toiling for 
the King Shag Corpse shadowed by the petrol mobile unit-ta" ("American Unleaded"). And far be it for me to have 
; thing nice to say about bassist Tom Krueger Mellencamp, but anyone who accidently-on-purpose 
' —■ritrns/purples his own eye w/ his instrument onstage & then takes LSD minutes before the next show a couple 

- eeks has got some kind of outstanding "form” that even I must applaud. They ended their last performance w/ 

- Ti erode take on the Electric Eels’ "You Crummy Fags" & somehow it just seemed so RIGHT. Next time 

_ r-r an Crocking sr: pony up & introduce yourself and you may just make a special friend for life. (Demo 

: 2 arart' ?.0 Box 2141, Guerneville CA 95446) 











/BARBARA MANNING & SEYMOUR GLASS "February 8, 1992" 7" 

I cannae say whether it's of Mr. Glass's doing but someone has recaptured the stark frailties that skim the surface 
of most of Ms. Manning's work-her voice, which is altogether melting whether multitracked & "mershed" (like on 
that last LP) or not, has got this hollowed-out lullaby quality to it here that hasn't been heard on vinyl since "Haze 
Is Free"...the song's called "8s" and it's strummed totally on the cheap & a little bit structurally off-kilter (w/ dueling 
sister vocals for about 10 seconds & some somehow apropos occasional synth landfill) and I think I'd have to own 
up that it's the most gorgeous thing I've heard all year. I'd talk some about Glass’s B-side but hey, look at the time! 
(Majora; P.O. Box 78418, Seattle WA 98178) 

/ 

''THE GLANDS OF EXTERNAL SECRETION "Demonstrate Congo Bob's Epic Saliva Torture" 7" 

Manning & Glass again under a pseudonym if you will...this is a team that needs to be kept playing together 
come free agency or whatever & if we need to call in Charlie Finley I’ll make that call. SHE does a lovely purity- 
strum through a number called "Hide Your Love Away" that I'd think was from the early Elvis Tosclello songbook 
if I didn't know better—I swear, lo-fidelity recordings, solo acoustic performances, this is where our Barbara belongs. 
I really "heart" the SF Seals and all, but now that I've seen convincing evidence for the other way I'm gonna have to 
dragged kicking & screaming back. HE is like that annoying dying newsman in "Network”, mad as hell and all set to 
make you as miserable as he via various studio manipulations. Poor fella. Pain is worth the pleasure or something. 
(Starlight Furnishings; 290-C Napoleon, San Francisco CA 94124) 

' JANDEK "Lost Cause" LP 

The latest & perhaps best. The real reason this one stands out so is due to the B-side-a 19+ min. epic, "The 
Electric End''~the wildest & woolliest whoop-it-up to hit the turntable in some time. I can't say that I ever 
remember the J-man this..."gone"; it truly is staggering. I can just imagine Morley, Russell, Yeats, Ashline, Cole, 
Haggerty, Herrema & Smoggy all going stone cold when they hear this, then decide to march collectively to 
Houston to perform a free-form feedback vigil outside the home of THE MAN. Of course, after a few "refreshments" 
the lil* ensemble decide to go "natural", strip down to their nobs & nips, kill & roast a pig, pick all the neighbors' 
flowers & generally act as though it were day one all over again. And if it could do that to them, just imagine what’s 
in store for you. Forget space, earth's calling & for once you oughta pick up. (Corwood; P.O. Box 15375, Houston 
TX 77220) — Tom Lax 


SOME VELVET SIDEWALK Live Morty's, San Francisco May '92 

Hold it, didn’t we already yammer about their great live act last issue? Yeah, but we had this picture, see, and I 
wanted to reiterate that SVS are indeed one of America's proudest keepers of the hiccuping, wildman, every- 
performance-could-be-our-last flame. Give them some of your money each & every time they play your town. 


SOME VELVET SIDEWALK 


photo: Nicole Penegor 
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TRUMAN’S WATER photo: Sherri Scott 


TRUMAN’S WATER "Of Thick Turn" LP 

A more handsome record jacket I have not had the pleasure of owning in many a moon, & isn’t it satisfying when 
me little slice of genius that’s sheathed inside lives up to the packaging. I suppose a certain amount of time was 
spent chipping away at a sound that’s not too noticeably influenced by the current crop of misc. "heavies” (name 
em or certain AmRep stalwarts, & one of the more pleasant surprises to spring out of this is the almost 
prog metal other feel this has to it—like something wedged between MX-80 SOUND & PROMINENT 
DISTURBANCE. They do not, unfortunately, seem to possess in their midst an idiot savant axe hero who’s willing 
to cress "over" & get lost in a riff, but sometimes you can’t have everything. The best debut LP, by Americans, of 
mis is sue. (Justice My Eye/Elevated Loin; 5308 Brockbank Place, San Diego CA 92115) - Tom Lax 

TRUMAN’S WATER Live @ Morty’s, San Francisco September ’92 

As if me out-of-nowhere LP wasn’t testimony enough-live they’re like a less-practiced Thinking Fellers or some 
: mer p amuipant in a modern-day "San Francisco Sound" that doesn’t exist pulling off some didn’t-know-my-own- 
s me rum Dead C-style tum-on/drop-out...new non-LP songs might be even hotter as well, like the first one that had 
Glen k cc. mooing into the mics & making circle-thingeys on the strings for almost a full minute before bustin’ 
1 >: se mu: a uu'rt-ass riff-monster spazz break that had them careening wildly all over the stage—plus don’t forget the 

mimkiod post-teen drummer, pied-piping the "youthcore" movement into the 21st Century w / some unforgettable 
: uv- much-way tapping & pounding. The Water have some big plans and I trust you'll enjoy helping them realize 
me noble dream of owning some more boxes of 64-count crayons. 


. SUPERCHARGER "Icepick/Want It Bad" 7" 

Cm ; help but applaud their method if not their manners-75 cents for this gem, "at gigs", and if they only pulled 
mu supercrud shout & squeal off "at gigs" I might be willing to pay real cash money to see ’em again. It’s only a 
mu:: of ume before I have to surrender & root root root for the hometeam. This is so fucking electrically hotwired 
k : erdcue that it makes 60’s savage trash like the Syndicate or Keggs sound positively "tuckered" out. And w/ a 
-: .mused attitude like theirs & the whole Trent Ruane /Pure Filth gang, if they don’t have a 7" on In The Red 
umm u fs- a. months it’s ’cause they think Larry’s too "gay" or something. We’ll see what happens. (Pre-B.S.; 30 
Westiiue Dr., Daly City CA 94015) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "If It Ain’t The Snow.. .It’s The Mosquitos" 2x7" 

Art 1 :: u am t cirrhosis of the liver it's a plunge from a tall building. This is the cream of Finnish wacko label 
P:: 'Ag_~ s :::p d: is clearly topped by the truly retarded vision-thing of Liimanarina.TKuinka Aku Ankasta 
T. - :_m ?: u quite seriously one of the Top Ten demented blasts of the 90’s thusfar, trampolining a honking 

-. - ~ ~ ~ ~ • P : m u 1 2 Japanese back to ’75 Cleveland to duke it out on pogosticks in a rubber room w/ the 

I :. u . T 7 m :. imagine a night of drinking Robitussin & waiting for it to never get dark w/ these people? 
E . 7*: u m - : mmurs me Death Trip’s heavy Drunks w/ Guns grind through their theme song & the burly- 

mm -7 rm - mmuk :aim: madmen and if Sympathy weren't bringing this kind of power to the people I’m 
-at m - m * u : : m mum 5 mg amy:-901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 















'' MIRROR/DASH “Electric Pen/Gum” 7” 

If I’d just awakened from a long nap (that started 
somewhere between-say-1970 to 73), I might’ve 
expected this to have an ESP catalog #, or at the very 
least, been the work of Amerikan expatriates courtesy 
Ohr/Brain. “Electric Pen” posesses the best narcotically 
euphoric/trancing vocal-n-guitar harmonies heard on a 7” 
record-in this house-this year. The combination of 
keyless hanging/soar “singing” meshed with 
wandering/fuzz “playing” is unbeatable-easily my favorite 
Ecstatic Peace a-side to date. To tender ears, “Gum” may 
sound like a SUICIDE “tribute” but the synlh & etc. bit 
is more zoned kraut-keef inspired than downtown quasi¬ 
disco pulsarama, & the sultry opaque narration is easily 
more stimulating to listen to than anything heard out’ve 
the mouth of Alan “Joe Buck” Vega in a while. Neat. 
(Ecstatic Peace, c/o Forced Exposure; P.O. Box 9102, 
Waltham MA 02254.) — Tom Lax 

FRANCES GUMM "Mercy" 7"EP 

Virginia trio pushing bedroom heroics that fall in line 
w/ some laudable area aesthetic that allows for burial of 
5/10ths of whatever squirts out of the recording process & 
then rescues & shoves forward a tinny, muffed version of 
some honest-to-god TRUTH. Saw the Gumm play a 
warehouse party in Brooklyn a few months back & they 
stole the show w/ a stringy convulsive frontfellow 
hacking at his guitar in frenzy/staccato style while a 
dreamwave of non-cumbersome rhythm section "note" 
darted around his & at our heads...real edgy & fleshed-out 
power that’s a total credit to, and benchmark for our times. 
They say the 90’s really are here. (Sweet Portable Junket; 
T-2 1937 Kennedy Dr., McLean VA 22102) 


‘ BASSHOLES "98 Degrees In The Shade" 7"EP 

Gibson Brother git/sometime mouth & longtime scribe 
Don Howland caught slumming in a floorboard-pounder of 
a 2-piece w/ whom I believe is the current Gibsons 
drummer-to give but one of many reasons why Howland's 
such a paragon of virtue around here: the 3 Village Voice 
pieces I've seen of his were well-masked raves on Claw 
Hammer, The Gories & the Cheater Slicks (sometimes 
called the Superdope unholy triumvirate). Not enough? 
OK, how about this 3-song grunt through some cheapo 
sliding-scale blues & lonely feedback guitar dementia, w/ 
"Little Rug Bug" starring the preschool-age seed of his 
loins on backing vocals? Don’t know much about any 
libertarian/survivalist inclinations but the back cover 
declares "Fuck you to all commercial TV and federal 
government! Damn you! Hell can not be hot enough for 
you suckass loser fucks!". Not to mention an obligatory 
"Fuck you to the A-Bones". It’s undiplomacy & stand-up 
intestinal fortitude like this the scene needs a little more 
of. (In The Red; P.O. Box 49593; Los Angeles CA 
90049) 

* NEW BOMB TURKS "So Cool, So Clean, So 
Sparkling Clear" 7"EP 

Great "formula" proto punk in the spirit of...LOTS of 
other great outfits. This includes two originals that are up 
to par w/ their debut, plus two covers (NERVOUS 
EATERS’ "Just Head" & Birdman’s "Do The Pop") that 
give you a real idea of where they're comin from. They 
say an album on Crypt is next so keep an eye peeled. 
(Datapanik; P.O. Box 10243, Columbus OH 43201) — 
Tom Lax 
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* SEXUAL MILKSHAKE "Sing Along In Hebrew" LP 

Occupying a neighborhood of their own, Sexual Milkshake rove through rockish drones, blissful scattered chaos, 
and primitive one-take pop, stumbling only when they drop all sense of organization & direction. The brief 
intrusions of rock theater and tapes/sampling furthers the disorientation; it’s a slippery work to comprehend, and the 
newsprint pages of cuttings & collages, 3-D band pic (w/ spex, presumably to wear along w/ the deputy android 
mask from the 7") and a mess of glitter don't really clarify things. This damn near concludes the Teenbeat quest for 
the ultimate eclectic pop record, both by purification and deconstruction. As this is a "real” band (3-piece + 2 
vocalists), it's more brash & chaotic than personal & turbulent. There's no love rock to tug at your emotions, just 
enough insanity to drag your head around a bit. (Teenbeat; P.O. Box 50255, Washington DC 20004) - Doug 
Pearson 

CAROLINER RAINBOW WIRE THIN SHEEP LEGS BAKING EXHIBIT 'Strike Them Hard, Drag 
Them To Church" LP 

Fifth in a slew of LP’s, this one doesn’t veer too far from the CAROLINER concept you've come to know and 
love which of course centers around stripping any & all veneers in hopes of arriving who-knows-where. References 
could well include RESIDENTS, FUGS & FLIPPER dragged gritty & reverent thru a century of thorns & grinning 
involuntarily at the end of. (Nuf Sed; Box 591075, San Francisco CA 94159) - Glen Galloway 


~ MUFFS "Guilty/Right In The Eye" 7"; "I Need You/Beat Your Heart Out" 7"; live SF May '92 
x The Muffs have brought the world to their doorstep in record time, but that’s really no surprise considering-even 
Tim Warren's got nice things to say about the groovy mop-haired pop foursome and the Muffs, despite being 
"banned" from my city's best rock dive on their first try, are as enjoyable a skillsaw buzz-guitar live act as anyone 
these days. Their stance revolves around a Buzzcockian/Zerosian/Saintsian/60's punkian axis & although this is a 
'fess-up that I've been dropping my normal tough-guy guard, they’ve got HOOKS like you wouldn't believe. Ask 
tough guy Steve Watson, he won't lie. Their rendition of the Zeros' "Beat Your Heart Out" is a primo facil example 
of girl/guy saccharine overdrive & they've got untold original screamers that match it. If I had to lodge one MAJOR 
grievance it’d have nothing to do w/ the drummer when his yap's shut between songs, but you gotta love a band w/ 
such a huge buzz about them playing their first "big" San Francisco show so knowingly, wretchedly out of tune & 
not batting an eyelash. They've stood LA on its fucked-up little head for many months now & w/ a big-deal m*j** 
l*b*l record out soon (which I guess is what happens when you unleash a Sub Pop 7") they're bound to meet a new 
legion of girl-band losers ready to creep out of the woodwork in order to weasel a T-shirt. The pleasures of stardom 
await. (2nd 7": Au-Go-Go; GPO 542d, Melbourne 3001, Victoria AUSTRALIA; 3rd 7": Sub Pop; 1932 1st 
Avenue, Suite 1103, Seattle WA 98101) 


photo: Nicole Penegor 
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# VENOM P. STINGER "Live" LP 

Of all the locales I'd expect a live LP from Australia's 
leaders of spasmodic drumroll clatter to be recorded, the 
agricultural/veterinary hotbed of the University of 
California at Davis would not be listed among them. Sure 
enough when Venom P. Stinger were out here last year 
they stopped by KDVS to lay down a yelping note-perfect 
(& in some instances better than the original waxings) set 
w/ US-tour-only singer Nick Palmer. I saw him at an 
MX-80 show in SF that week & asked him how come 
they were so goddamn boring in Los Angeles & he kinda 
shrugged it off and said they had been oh so tired. I guess, 
because this rec gives even the beginner an idea of why 
they're one of the smokingest loose & charging punk rock 
racketeers around. And I take back what I spoke too soon 
last issue, apparently they've not disbanded and are 
gigging out & about in a land down under, and Siltbreeze 
have a domestic reissue of the incredible What's Yours Is 
Mine out any day. How about that? (Anopheles; P.O. 
Box 73043, Davis CA 95617) 


'BRAINBOMBS "It's A Burning Hell/No Place" 7" 
Simply awesome drugged guitar repetition/blowout on 
Side A for those who feel that they've heard the thundering 
call of the needle, the streetwhore and the opium den or 
would like to live vicariously through those who'd deign 
you to believe that they in fact have. Undoubtedly they're 
upper-level bureaucrats in some redistributive Swedish 
gov't agency but we can always pretend, right? "No Place" 
continues the curious trend of B-sides w/ "no" in the title 
(don’t give me that guff about me being the only one who 
notices this shit) and is patently ridiculous when you get 
right down to it, with "I Vant Cock!" being the 
speeded/slowed, tape-looped rallying cry for the lonely 
"voman" occupying a fairly large space in Anders 
Bryngelsson’s stickiest reverie. Thanks go out to Brother 
Brick, who turned us on to these champions whether he 
knows it or not, and if you ever spot that Blackjack album 
please give me a call. (Big Ball; Box 2638 Solli, 0203 
Oslo NORWAY) 


v/ 


GRAND THEFT "It’s Eating Me Alive" LP 

Ultra-heavy super-stoned fuzzed-out screaming & 
pounding 70's guitar boogie (one of the lyricist's favorite 
words) that's just been reissued by an anonymous 
benefactor for our listening amazement. There isn’t a weak 
link in this power trio-the bassist pounds like Lemmy at 
his early 70's peak w/ Hawkwind, and the drummer is on 
top of everything. Whoever the guitarist was, he must’ve 
been ostracized by his contemporaries-he cooks up far 
more noise than would be fashionable for another 10 or 15 
years, and he can't play a typical 70’s dumbass solo to 
save his life-he's outdone by the bassist when he tries on 
the bluesy "Log Rhythms/Meat Midgets" (that's blues as 
in, "...now you take that little fifteen year old girl crying 
over there in the powder room. Well her grass 
connection’s gone to Y camp for the summer. Now she's 
got the blues-Blues!"). Yeah. Some of the stoned truisms 
presented here almost make the record worth its price as a 
comedy album. And I suppose I should also mention that 
the singer screams in fine form over the course of the 
album’s 5 songs/35-some minutes playing time. This just 
might be more intense than all the punk rock that would 
follow in the five years (or so) after. (No address; no 
distributor; good luck) - Doug Pearson 

J DEEP WOUND 7”EP 

Limited reissue of barbed-wire tension release HC from 
‘83 that I’d been waiting forever & a day to hear, & not 
having to drop the big sheckles for it is doubly good. You 
undoubtedly know J & Lou formed Dinosaur a couple of 
years later & I always figured this’d be an embarrassment 
of sorts if it ever saw an audience beyond the few that 
bought it in the heady days of X-Claim & Boston Not 
LA . but this is almost right up there w/ the amazing 
Gang Green veloci-core from that comp, the Void side & 
maybe even The Fix singles. “Lou’s Anxiety Song” is a 
particular barnburner that culminates w/ an instantaneous 
75% reduction in speed for one riff & one riff only. I 
imagine it caused quite a few ugly pileups. Mascis was 
drumming at the time but you get an inkling of what 
would be when they let him engage in a little wheedling 
pedal & axe-mastering on “Video Prick”. And the ex¬ 
manager’s home number (“when UMass isn’t in session”) 
is on the insert if you’re ever feelin’ frisky in a late-night 
demon dialing kind of way. (boot; no address) 



Brocket from the crypt "Jumper k. 

Balls/Lefty/Boy Chucker" 7" 

San Diego's supposed to exist as a place to get gas on 
the way down to Mexico or as the summer home of 
Shamu The Mighty Whale, but a newfound wild breed of 
not entirely straightforward rocknroll bands (i.e. Truman's 
Water, Drip Tank) have marked the town as possessing a 
fomenting & quite interesting little "scene" in its own 
right not glimpsed since the flower-shag-power chord days 
of The Morlocks, Tell-Tale Hearts, etc. This 7" made no 
direct line from my heart to my brain on first listen but 
it's become what I'd call a real "grower"-large-sounding 
every-which-way drumroll & guitar scrape on "Jumper K. 
Balls" gives way to vocal muff & scrap metal clashing 
"balladry" on "Lefty" & chooses a beeline over & above 
their LP's okey-dokey too-rehearsed Orange Countyisms. 
Makes me eager to spend a beaned-up Vacation Village 
weekend with all of 'em. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia 
Avenue, Long Beach CA 90805) 

ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT "Power” 7" 

One side of not bad rock + sax squall that’s more 
LAUGHING HYENAS than, say, VERMONSTER. 
Personally, I'm more into the deconstructed DESTROY 
ALL MONSTERS type of racket the latter's pushin, and I 
have to admit the name Rocket From The Crypt has never 
sat well w/ me so maybe I got a lame bias...I was gonna 
say something about the "manifesto" on the back cover, 
but who the fuck cares? (Drunken Fish; 1453 Centinela 
Ave. #D, Santa Monica CA 90404) - Tom Lax 








photo: Nicole Penegor 


TRASH CAN SCHOOL 


TRASH CAN SCHOOL "Sick Jokes And Wet Dreams" CD & live August '92, Berkeley & S.F. 

Are you too cool for The School? I'd been completely & utterly taken by this band's 3 rear-flattening singles but 
now that I've seen them crank it up & unload live I’m ready to leap to the next level of fandom, but to hear some 
dimwits prattle on you'd think they were the second coming of The Unforgiven or something. Sure they've got a few 
guitars, you don't like guitars? See me after class. Andy Seven would have you to think he s the seen-it-all streetwise 
90's LA-model Pat ti Smith w/ the gutter-mouthed bad angel perched on his shoulder; I see a just-woke-up kind of 
guy w/ a real keen verbal sense of irony, great take-it-or-leave-it vocals that hit all of one octave & a sax mic stand 
that ought to be loosened down about 4 feet. The poor man looks like he’s howling to Yahweh! I mean it, you've 
never heard a better version of "Godzilla" and like the best of the new CD ("President Junkie”, "Horses", "Pistol 
Whipped/Pussy Whipped") it kinda rolls along w/ an understated flair and takes a slow trip through several heavy 
layers of guitar technique-the gentle strum, the severe downstroke w/ echo/reverb, the monster distorto-wah wah- 
fuckout, the wang, the chung, etc. At this depressingly empty Berkeley niteklub it all came together so easily & no 
loss of energy & rock n’ roll zeal was apparent-I'm just glad they didn’t try & "play" the terrifying "Stop Staring At 
Me" 'cause that "song" downright makes me blood run cold. If I surmised they were SoCal's best wall of sound right 
now minus Claw Hammer wouldn't you believe me? (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 


/jON SPENCER BLUES EXPLOSION "Shirt Jac/Latch On" 7"” 

Part one of a hopefully bountiful "Jukebox Series" of Blues Explosion singles, all without picture sleeves & on 
black vinyl, all right! Drunk Elvis comparisons are too easy and Spencer's done so much to improve his "hate 
fucker” public image of late that what can one say other than: The man and his band are playing the hot hand right 
now and I encourage you to ride out their winning streak with them until it cools. And furthermore it's been seven 
years or so now and his mumblin’ stumblin' bring-the-noise ramalama party train has continued to blaze very much 
on time, so best hitch up for a long, fruitful haul. No clues as to what the “Shirt Jac” is but I promise to "lay off. 
(In The Red; P.O. Box 49593, Los Angeles CA 90049) 

'J JON SPENCER BLUES EXPLOSION “Crypt-Style” LP 

Likely the best representation of clown prince Spencer’s shuck, glug n’ jive you’ll hear-without saying it’s a real 
big world-changer by any stroke let’s just admit it gets played an awful lot around here and rightly so. The LP’s 
wobbled Hound Dog Taylor cover didn’t make it to the CD nor the “boot” & all in all the sundry versions that are 
spread throughout the 3 releases are pretty much in their tip-top form here, in terms of loose production & 
exceptional punk/blues-squak razzle-dazzle. I’d so very much like to see this new motley band of standpat rogues 
challenge Pussy Galore mach ‘88 @ Raji’s in LA for loudest show on earth, & we’ll even spot ‘em the “I Hate 
Music” cover. Could be a real hot-diggity time, or as Jon Spencer might say, “That’s crazy”. (Crypt; Hopfenstr 32, 
2000 Hamburg 36, GERMANY) 













■;! 


BIG JON SPENCER'S BLUES EXPLOSION "The Sound Of The Future Is Here Today" 7”EP 
If this was my introduction to Jon Spencer I’d have to tell you I think the man’s a fuckin maniac. I’d like to sav I 

T W th- ett . er but , tbls one ™ akcs me think rm n °t so sure. Three more versions of songs on any/all of the three LP's 
only tins time it s just skeletal one take/track guitar & vocal gurgle/yelp that sounds like the Big man bein’ skinned 


^THE SINISTER SIX “Deloused/Outta My Way” 7” 

Call me spunky, call me grungy, call me a fiesty little pepperpot if you will, but I can clearly recall claiming 
Seattle s Cat Butt as one of my favorite no-nonsense free yo’self party rock bands anywhere, anytime (no fuck 
you.). I still listen to their records every solstice or so & moisten my eyelashes over the carefree innocence and lost- 
imrock alcoholism of those 88-’89 days of yore...I’m a little older now but I still dig a good party & that’s what 
this kick-off 7” from the Sinster Six is all about-axemaster “Brother” James Burdyshaw has got a raging hard-on of 
a superdistorto guitar bite-you heard it w/ the U-Men, you loved it w/ Cat Butt-and add a nice young man like Mark 
Ferkingstadon bass & how could you have anything less than full-frontal quality? Bring Tales Of Terror stumbling 
into 1992, after mouth-to-mouthing the singer back to life of course & then inject the spectre w/ a goofus two-step 
wa°oq[ 11 Wlth a blues Y filter and I think we’ve maybe got a winner. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. Box 928, Seattle 


■]THE SINISTER SIX "Go Away/Keep My Cool" 7" 

', Mor u e stutter-step spot-on flailing from a hot little ’’grunge band". Let's be honest here folks-you know and I 
know that this back-of-the-brain rockarolla is not going to move nary a molehill & that these sluggers don’t have a 
whole hell of a lot to add to the hallowed canon of rock per se, but shut my mouth if this & their other 7" aren't 
sparks off a bonafide hotshit continuem that finds your Halo Of Flies & your Nightkings to name but two 
coexisting decidedly unpeacefully & w/ flash & crunch to spare. Like a very small handful of other Seattle bands that 
ha v en ^ ere must b e a half-ton of bricks live. Here’s hoping. (Empty; P.O. Box 12034, 


& SCREAMIN' MEE-MEES "Clutching Hand Monster Mitt" LP 

Yea, monster pretty much sums it up. Yet another installment of right on, fuck-all, beer blather glug from 
America s most self-stifled basement genius's. Possessmg more extendo splatter tendencies than any of their previous 
releases (one 7 & two cassettes m 17 years by my estimation) this is "psychedelia” by people too ’’challenged" to 

D , e '' 1 iqU / en ^ e u a lr h ° Pping madness ’ yahoo/space vocals, drum BASHING-this thing cleans your clock like a 
Sw ss tard w/a habit Super excessive & the perfect accompaniment for keg crackers everywhere. Podunk's finest. 
(Dog Face; P.O. Box 11142, Ferguson MO 63135) - Tom Lax 



photo courtesy Bruce Cole 



"BLUNDER TONGUE "Long Tall Willie/Third Brown 
Eye" 7" 

While Chris was out jetsetting around Europe last 
spring playing make-all-the-boys-cry punk rock w/ that 
other band of his, the three Long Beach-stranded members 
of Claw Hammer got together w/ Lubricated 
Goat/Bloodloss's "just visiting" Ren & birthed this 
fantastic four or five-headed beast. What Jon Wahl's 
fascination with the "long lonely chicken" is I cannot say, 
but it "pops up" again after a spite of sax-braying on the 
fairly rockist/raucous A-side. The B-side's a swirling 
descent into Beefheart/prog/feedback urban swamp blues 
and is fairly amazing at that. All the good things they told 
you about Crawlspace are actually hidden within "Third 
Brown Eye"’s 6 minutes. It fades out & disappears on its 
own terms like it maybe opened up a mind of its 
own...given the personnel I expected something good but 
this mother's tremendous. Pray the forthcoming LP's for 
real. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 
90805) 

MUMMIES W/ GREG LOWERY "Food, Sickles & 
'uirls/In And Out/Shot Down" 7" 

I never much cared for the costumed aspect of the 
Mummies' low-tech approach but when you think about 
how much more ridiculous it would have been to actually 
have to stare at the unassuming people behind the 
bandages engaging in the same kind of excitable hijinks 
onstage it starts to make a bit of sense. And that chip-on- 
my-shoulder attitude, my heavens..."Shot Down" cuts out 
about 2/3rds of the way done & the cherubic Trent 
magically appears & announces "Hey, that's all you get-if 
you want more GO BUY THE FUCKIN' ALBUM...and if 
you don't who gives a shit". If I spoiled anyone's surprise 
I am so sorry. Also featured is a hot puked-out & LOUD 
Larry & The Blue Notes cover and a re-done & improved 
original w/ Supercharger Greg on vocals. (Rekkids; 
15592 Sandusky Ln., Westminster CA 92683) 

MUMMIES "Fuck CD's, It's The Mummies" LP 
Seeing flyers posted smack in front of the Haight St. 
Greenpeace Store w/ pictures of these guys done up as 
Nazi doctors "operating 11 on nekkid ladies & the caption 
"Look out-it’s those fukking punk dogs the Mummies" 
brought a real heel-clicking bounce to my step last 
year...and the long-promised posthumous LP is a wilder 
ride than any of the singles (now collected on an Estrus 
12") & compromises not one bit in bringing to the table a 
maniacal el cheapo 60’s thug grunt a la an even more 
ferocious (courtesy king ding dong daddy drummer 
Russell) & pickled Mighty Caesars. That they made it to 
Childish’s label within a couple years of formation must 
keep the bedtime covers tucked in mighty tight. 
(Hangman; Rochester, Kent ENGLAND) 

V SHOEFACE "Look In My Eyes/Golden" 7" 

I really can’t see what the big deal is w/ these "Inland 
Empire" bands. I lived in a college town once & there 
were 3 or 4 bands who used to regurgitate tired late 70’s 
punk shit but fortunately nobody told ’em they ought to 
release any of it. Shoeface do the same sort of hack shit to 
tired mid-80’s crap, but the singer reminds me an awful lot 
of Bubbles Booth so I’ll keep this around & every now & 
tL>n pull it out & have a LOOK at it. Bubbles was a fine 
-n". (FBE; P.O. Box 818, Upland CA 91769) 

- Tom Lax 


- VASELINES “The Way Of The Vaselines” CD 

Genteel heart-on-your-sleeveness that’s graced the 
most-listened-to stack for long enough now to for me to 
reckon it’s no fluke nohow. When a band makes you want 
to meet them as people & ask them questions & buy 
them drinks, especially when they’re from the Isle of 
Scotland, well that’s saying something. If I’m not 
mistaken this collects two EP’s & the Dum-Dum LP and 
comprises a full-on history of rather remarkable he/she 
pop vocal interplay, strumming harmonies targeted for 
guard-down soft spots w/ precise aim, & occasional 
whippeting guitar screech that fleshes out some 
beautifully written, simple, honest-to-pete songs. And in 
case you’re a white heterosexual male & a little unsure of 
your masculine status, I wouldn’t dare call this “wimpy” 
if pressed, sweetheart. They’d have you think that their 
whole career was spent laughing at you rather tl?qn with 
you but I think it’s the mask of humility in light of a 
barrage of current & well-deserved attention. This ought 
fill a few stockings of my nearest & dearest on the day of 
our Lord’s birth, & the clamor for some kind of big-ticket 
“reunion” is already well underway. (Sub Pop; P.O. Box 
20645, Seattle WA 98102) 

GORIES "To Find Out/Ichiban" 7" 

The Keggs, man, they went and covered the fucking 
Keggs, rule! The warbling loco guitars, the "descent into 
hell" opening riff, the nonchalant vengeful lyrics-The 
Gories do "To Find Out", one of the finest of the fine 60’s 
punk-squealing over-the-toppers, appropriate justice as it’d 
make infallible sense they would. "Ichiban" is a cooly 
bedeviling floor tom & tamborine nightrider of an 
instrumental & is also an assumation of still another 
grubby batch of 60’s would-bes. The striking Kent Myers 
sleeve shows our ESQ-loaded-&-loving it mod squad 
tooling throught the Rust Belt in a big fat hog of Detroit 
excess, kinda like they own the place and since I haven’t 
asked in a while by now they just might. (Giant Claw, 
c/o Au-Go-Go; GPO Box 542D, Melbourne 3001 
Australia) 

GORIES "Outta Here" LP 

Well now that I have asked—the story goes that Peg 
(drummer & most entertaining interviewee we’ve had) quit 
the band & then sort of rejoined several times during the 
Gories' European swing and ergo was gently requested to 
exit one last time upon their return to Detroit & was last 
sighted by an astute field reporter in New Orleans. And get 
this—now Warner Brothers are making some halfhearted? 
(maybe not) noises about making Mick & Dan & 
whoever else beats the toms the next indie sweepstakes 
winners. File under "I bet". Then this might or might not 
be the swan song of a cracked genius that can make a 
thoroughly batso 60's growler like the Jesters Of 
Newport's "Stormy" their own warped & festering little 
treasure & still find time to breathe fire into everlovin' 
disco songs ("Grace Of God"). The pick hit would have to 
be "Drowning", or at least the sad part where Mick loses 
the spelling bee & shrieks forth a pained and probably 
inappropriate "D-R-O-W-I-N-GH". A dispatch from our 
department of redundancy department says "The Gories and 
all their records are king STOP Do be advised to write 
them lots of letters and tell them to please continue 
proudly w/ the dirtying of their hands STOP Thank you 
STOP" (Crypt; Hopfenstr 32, 2000 Hamburg 36, 
GERMANY; Gories: 629 W. Willis, Detroit MI 48201) 
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THE MUMPERS 


photo courtesy Scott Drake 


HUMPERS "My Machine" CD, "Hey Shadow/Insect Liberation" 7", live in SF & Fullerton Summer '92 

Party fucking central last time I saw the manly toilet-wrecking punk gang they call the Humpers at a totally dark 
& dank overcrowded Orange County bar called Miki’s—looks & sounds like they're gathering some deserved 
momentum for a sound that, well, to call it louder than a freight train/hurricane/window pane is all too obvious...if 
you ever saw the Lazy Cowgirls thunder through a half-hour of too-fast, too-hefty, too-loud P.R. shit kick then you 
know the "rush” of which I speak, and the Humpers are getting mighty close & that, my friend, is no lie. Add a 
spoonful of Heartbreakers-style swagger, some in-synch two-guitar ROAR & four or five pairs of sunglasses and 
you’ve got one of the more exciting live bands around. Someone innocently said they're like the punk rock combo 
you’d Find in a B-grade Hollywood flick & if you're so dubiously inclined I dare you to try & sit through "Poison 
Ivy" (w/ Humpers' "machine" Drew Barrymore) & you'll hear the word made flesh. I wish I could convince Scott 
Deluxe Drake that alcohol is not the enemy but he says "Being straight and alert helps me to create a healthy & 
united scene” so whatever. All the girls at the mall + me say, "C'mon baby, take his pill". (CD reissue: Mean Dog; 
1239 N. June St., Hollywood CA 90038; 7": Dionysus; P.O. Box 1975, Burbank CA 91507) 


* SIMON WICKHAM-SMITH/RICHARD YOUNGS “Ceaucescu” LP 

Breathtaking. The second amazing & enigmatic release from this duo who along w/ the A-BAND (w/ whom R. 
Youngs is a member) seem to be at the forefront of an-as yet-uncatagorizable “new” British music “scene”. 
Essentially, Ceaucescu picks up where Lake left off (the stun/staying power of “Goat” being the main impetus for 
this record), but when it veers off & bulldozes a way “out”, it’s capable of tremcdous time/space-altering results. I 
can assure you that the crisp homemade synth/guitar feedback/vocal combination on “I Live In A Big City” sets a 
flooring’ pace that rivals “Caledonia” from the CROMAGNON LP, one of the classic, peerless, outsider records of 
the last twenty years. In fact, I’d almost call Ceaucescu a “successor” to Elliot/Grasmere Connecticut Tribe, but I’m 
afraid any such comparison would tickle some brains the wrong way & send folks scrambling in search of a “giant” 
that would surely be misunderstood. What can I say? w-o-w. (Forced Exposure; P.O. Box 9102, Waltham MA 
02254) — Tom Lax 

J THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS "You Can’t Kill Stupid" 12''EP 

Ron's sorta treatin' this thing like the runt of the litter, shruggin his shoulders & sayin' it’s "inferior" to the 
Career Interruption EP, & while the production on this one isn't as "trashed” it’s still an ace so fuck him. Sure 
there's gonna be some clowns who've got something to say about similarities to GREAT PLAINS & I’ve heard all 
those records many times & let me tell you, the 'Plains never did anything that can touch this. The 'Slave 
Apartments are more in the spirit of the ELECTRIC EELS & QUOTAS/TRUE BELIEVERS-there’s no "career" 
bullshit goin on, they're just a local garage band, do a few records, the occasional gig, & fuck the rest of it. "Edge 
Central" & "Catharsis" might be the best songs they've done to date but all six of the cuts on here are pretty tip top 
& you'd be hard pressed to name a better 12" released this year. And if the rhythm section weren’t such a couple of 
goddamn ninnies they’d easily be my favorite band, but who wants to root for 1/2 a band? That's like bein an 
American League fan or somethin. (Datapanik; P.O. Box 10243, Columbus OH 43201) - Tom Lax 










OLLA "Septic Hagfish" 7 M EP 
Hurrah to the unknowing wage-earners of New Zealand 
for the QE2 Arts Council grant that supposedly helped 
this find the light of day-eminently AMAZING wound-up 
workers’ chime that conjures up a too easy sideways 
glance comparison w/ early Gordons & to keep it in the 
same genus, latter-age Terminals...relatively longtime 
string bender Chris Heazlewood & others who’ve 
collectively packed in & moved on to new avenues 
play(ed) ultrataut pop aggro for filling trimmed w/ some 
outstanding wandering noise guitar digs that pierce the 
back lobes rather pointedly. Some up-front mastering 
brings the sonic devilry that much closer to home & ain't 
that just a pity? This is Flying Nun's finest release in 
epochs, good god, if not one of the altogether unparalleled 
7” releases of the last year. (Flying Nun; I can't find their 
address anywhere; try Xpressway or Ajax or Forced 
Exposure) 



OLLA (l-r: Chris Heazelwood, Lesley Paris, Sean O'Reilly) 
photo courtesy Bruce Russell 


VOMIT LAUNCH 6 months' worth of live shows 
from coast to coast 

OK so I only saw them but three times & I’m fairly 
certain Chico’s longstanding pride-n-joy presented 
essentially the self-same set of their askewered pop 
shimmy at their debut NYC appearance @ CBGB as at 
SF’s Chameleon a couple weeks previous& El Rio a few 
months later. No sweat though, it’s taken several years 
but I’ve definitely warmed to the Launch & feel like 
maybe I missed a little something (how about sobriety) 
last time I caught their act (w/ Mudhoney & Nirvana!). 
Talk about pepperpots, singer Patricia is a warbler par 
supreme who can chain-smoke a cig down to the nubbin 
w/o burning so much as a cuticle, crack a joke from the 
“rock n’ roll, smoke a bowl” school of jocularity & down 
a Bud and maybe two all during the course of single Bats 
cover. Now that’s entertainment. Most songs swirl & 
buzz like B. Manning’s best work or the descending 
ladder-of-gtr mensa-pop made flesh by Burma, Expando 
Brain etc., and it’s indeed heartening to see a band that’s 
friendly enough w/ each other enough to keep it going for 
so long (remember the “Bone-Us” cassette?) & still come 
up w/ a few new wrinkled dazzlers each set. 


WAHORN ANDRAS "Seafaring’’ LP 

Wahom Andras was one of-if not the-main kingpins 
behind Hungary's most sprawling, free-form ensemble of 
the 80's, A.E. BIZOTTJAG. Never easy to pin down, that 
group released two LP's of Mothers Of Invention-inspired 
avant somethingorother that were fairly exceptional. 
While largely less hectic than either of those records, this 
solo thing has a real cathartic & introspective/loner 
quality to it that’s sort of "beyond" like-minded Western 
contemporaries. The entire A-side is enchanting, but from 
"Emigrant Song" (#2) through "Big Drum" (#4) things 
get good-n-lost. Lost of free sax blowing, backed by an 
assortment of of synth/drum machine/guitar slush & 
Andras' Skip Spence-like vocals-it's a fairly bracing & 
transporting 15+ minutes. The second side has a couple of 
numbers that approach the collage/paste drive that pushed 
the bulk of A.E. BIZOTTJAG's sound to the limits 
("Slow Dance” & "Storm In A Willage”), but the real 
dropper is the sentimental raver "New Year 90" that 
possesses some of the most spine-chilling guitar work 
east of Loren Mazzacane. Tremendous, & my fave LP at 
the moment. (Bad Quality; 2000 Szentendre, Lowy S., 
Utca 18 HUNGARY) - Tom Lax 

BLUE-GREEN GODS "Takin' The Back Stairs" 7"EP 

With a name & sleeve that screams early Meat Pups I 
half-expected some sophomore geek noodling but that it 
sure isn't-a very nice crude whip through a couple Mecca 
Normal songs + an jagged original that kicks up some 
rough dust—this Carolina trio remind me in the 1992 
"sassy" way of a couple NY/London early 80’s multisex 
units (Au Pairs, Bush Tetras) that grabbed my teenage ear 
but minus any profound ideas toward making your ass a- 
shake. So if they ever get around to filming that second 
"Urgh" movie I gather they’ll be asked to stay home. 
Sounds like the Gods have got a notion to tunnel the gap 
between a Superchunk & a Slave Apts. & if I could think 
of any more band names to drop you know I would. 
(Jettison; P.O. Box 2873, Durham NC 27715) 

SCIENTISTS "There's A Monster In Me/You Only 
Live Twice" boot 7" 

A bootleg dating to '85 that wrenches the Kim Salmon 
glasscutter guitar wail right out of the mix & sends it 
shrieking down your ear gullet like a Matt Williams liner 
one-hopped between Jose Offerman’s legs, thank you very 
much—"Monster" is the most sonicly dense Scientists 
number I've heard & could this illegal, immoral, surely 
unprofitable 7" really mark its first appearance? Frankly 
this infernal growler is up w/ anything they uncaged on 
legit releases-and I know I'm supposed to get a chuckle at 
the total destruction of the Bond theme on the flip but it's 
the "A" that keeps me hungry-once again, "salud" to the 
folks responsible, (no address) 

PARIS 1942 "Paris 1942” 7"EP 

What would you call this, a lateral "nod"? This was a 
going thing for either one, two or all (I'm sorry, but these 
are "facts" I do not know) of the SUN CITY GIRLS some 
ten or so years back. The A-side instrumental hints at the 
middle/far east tinged smudge the Girls'd hit on a decade 
later while the flip is more kraut-meets-cactus type of 
looseness, esp. the "smokey” "Lisa’s Whip". Sound 
quality's good & raw (mastered from a practice cassette?), 
the covers're all handscreened & I think it's available w/ 
the new dbl album if you ask. Let’s hear it for the 
archives! (Majora; P.O. Box 78418, Seattle WA 98178) - 
- Tom Lax 








HEY GUY. . . THE ALL-SWA 
ISSUE’S ON ME. IT’S 'DOPE/ 

Iack issues 

SUPERDOPE #1: CLAW HAMMER interview + Sonic's 
Rendezvous Band, Flesh Eaters, Red Transistor &more 
Last copies. $ 2 .00 

SUPERDOPE #2: DENIZ TEK / ANGIE PEPPER 
interview, RUDOLPH GREY, BOYS FROM NOWHERE 
interviews; + Monster Magnet, Spike In Vain, more. 

Much like the issue you're holding now. $2.50 

SUPERDOPE #3: Dawn of the digest era. GORIES 
interview + lots of reviews. $1.25 

SUPERDOPE #4: BRAINBOMBS interview + Claw 
Hammer, Styrenes, more. $1.25 

Make check or money order out to "Jay Hinman"-- 
Better yet, send cash! 


SUPERDOPE 

520 Frederick St., Box 33 

San Francisco, CA 94117 





clan has got away with two years of 
sheer brilliance—up till now" 

BRINGDOWNZ "Listen To Our Minds" 7"EP 

me™ wsutell t d ‘ ed? 1 heart le was found “ “» >»tom of a river chained to a jukebox. I don't 

mean to suggest that the Bnngdownz were in any way responsible, but there are some strikins similarities The 
* to "totoK on to last legs, partially token lo tegin win,, sutaS 

keep p'ayuTg myLly “““ drow " ,ng ln po l , ' s wh °le. they blare on. indifferendy. They've died, but (thankfully) 

This may be why they rock out so well. Like the living jukebox that they aspire to be, the Bringdownz are a 
machine, one that wont stop until the power runs out (in their business, there is an endless supply 8 of quarters) 

They are impervious to human weaknesses like missed notes, forgotten changes, and busted strings (actually a 
mechanical failure). They build up a mountain of sound and pile it precariously on a teetering bu^solid rhythm 

a5e !her?fnt n0St wlf qU f ***- But Uke a real jukebox, they do take requests, because after all, tej 
are there to serve you. When seeing the band live I would recommend positioning yourself on the side of the 

• gUlU Tc £ e T C Bnngdown P uts a new twist on the relationship between cars and rock n' roll) for full mechanical 
impact. Suddenly, the radio will sound good again. mecnamcat 

And in a gesture that truly brings the band full circle, the Bringdownz have now issued a "single" of their verv 

ir'i C ° n ? nS ^ e , ! Ve staple Highway To Hell "> ^ all-in-all manages to kick up a little more dust than their 

^ “k 60 ! 16 g0ta , hold of some kind of echo-type box & ran the whole works through it. It 
pulsates like the Vom Lmo band trapped mside the Elevators’ jug. Nice work. 8 

, 1 d( f’ l know if ^ at , stor y about Ayler is true of not. It doesn’t matter. Historical accuracy is not necessarily 
relevant here, nor is it relevant in the world of The Bringdownz. They know that a good story usually beats the truth 
(granted, truth usually yields the best stories, but when you’re in pursuit of perfection like the Bringdownz are one 

ENTTOTAINI^^VM np aS1 f y) ’ md s . omedmes facts have 10 be overlooked in favor of INCREASING THE 
ENTERTAINMENT VALUE a few notches. And entertain is something The Bringdownz inarguably do, making 

em ultimately indistinguishable from then- subject matter in terms of disposability, stupidity, and sheer crassness 

aftSLT^ machin ® they e “ ulate - For those that need it, this must be the band's justification for existence. Well 
at least they're more honest than Casey Kasem. ' 

Yes, it’s a radio world. TVOD. But The Bringdownz are exacting a slow and painful revenge for their 
victimization. And what do you do for a living? (Stomach Ache; P.O. Box 1776, Amoskeag NH 08047 8 

— Grady Runyan 




































j KEUHKOT “Ala Koskaan Kuuntele Ihmisia” 7”EP 

While still a lil’ injun I caught some late-night idiot 
box show, “Night Gallery” maybe, that featured an ugly 
as sin, gruff, cursing European bastard barking out a 
guttural & throaty language that scared the living shit out 
of me. Trite as it might sound, this voice popped up in 
this bizarre recurring nightmare that plagued me for a good 
while, right up until I watched “Rollercoaster” on cable 
TV and, uh. moved on to some greater repressed fear. This 
7" of “avant-garde vaudeville” from Liimanarina’s bass 
player brought back the waited kraut & all the unknown 
terror he represented, but watered down by a wicked Finn 
w/ a penchant for his own twisted little “show tunes”. 
Picture a sallow & stinking Fred and Ginger tiptoeing 
their way through the songbook of mid-period Ubu & 
you’ll know as much as you need to. Listen to it often? 
Hey, no thanks! (Bad Vugum; Box 362, 90101 Oulu, 
FINLAND) 

RED RED MEAT "Snowball" 7”EP 

Sadly, not as neurally-fried as their debut, this is more 
by the #'s rote-ism "rock". "Cutups" & "cards” will tip 
their Buds & snigger "devilishly" at "Idaho Durt”. We will 
not (Dead Bird; 1109 Hull Terrace, Evanston IL 60202) - 
- Tom Lax 

* GAUNT "Jim Motherfucker/Spine" 7" 

These guys’re getting, um, "prolific". This is the 
second single of theirs I've gotten in the last two months 
so what's that make it—5 now? I know I haven't been 
keeping count, but I think I might go back & see what 
I’ve "missed". "Jim" has the snub-nosed lo-fi bore that's 
become the "signature" for the best of the Datapanik bands 
but what's w/ the B-side-blindfolded it could easily be 
mistaken for an Action Swingers cut & if Datapanik 
really i& broke, this might be nothing more that a run- 
through to get Primo Scree to shell out for the next one. 
Or ten. Whatever. (Anyway; 1992B North High St., 
Columbus OH 45201) - Tom Lax 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Puget Power-Volume III" 

7"EP 

A great regional comp series from a label that rarely 
fails to fill the bill...Mudhoney you may have heard of, 
their "Bush Pusherman" concerns itself w/ a young Comet 
Tavern regular so eager to please the womynfolk that lines 
like "Please don't hate me—I never meant to be bom a 
man" or "If I was a woman, I'd hate men too" are among 
his bag of tricks and furthermore have actually been used! 
Thank goodness my original suspicion—that these were 
real lyrics penned by a friendly & PC Arm-was quickly 
dashed. I prefer the ice-breaker Bananafish attributes to 
Early Man Site producer Greg Freeman: "Help me. I'm a 
lesbian trapped in a man's body". If there's anyone who've 
got a better idea of how to channel the ghosts of 60's 
teenage past into a 1992 context than the Nightkings I'd 
sure like to know their names—"Black Fluid" is their red- 
decibel coup de grace right now and mercy lord, I thought 
Bug Weed" couldn't be topped...Calamity Jane "really 
aren't that bad" and though I'm too thick to understand the 
Rancid Vat/Alcoholics Unanimous shtick I figure 
'Breakin' Bones" serves its purpose and then some as a 
mlbcking wrestlin' call-to-arms. Stories about this label 
ceasing operations herewith in order to begin anew as a 
seas: reggae" broker are a little disquieting, you must 
a±n:t. 'Resal Select: P.O. Box 986, Issaquah WA 
98027) 


VERMONSTER/TEMPLE OF BON 
MATIN/BOB BANNISTER/STRAPPING 
FIELDHANDS Live @ Khyber Pass, Philadelphia PA 
7/24/92 

This show completely vindicated six weeks spent in 
the cow town of Lancaster PA (don't ask...) without any 
live rocknroll to fuel my soul; Tom Lax knows how to 
put on a show that "everybody" wants to see. Strapping 
Fieldhands were really the closest to a "normal" rock band 
of the evening, with their warped sense of folk-rock 
suggesting a middle ground somewhere between Fairport 
Convention & The Frogs. Bob Bannister played selections 
from his Twisted Village LP Eight Dav Clock. 
successfully combining organized noise and the strong 
sense of melody that propels his band Fire In The Kitchen 
(who are lots more than the collegiate pop some brainless 
critics have dismissed them as), and proving that a solo 
guitar outing doesn’t have to be a consciousness-dulling 
wank-fesL 

Giving Voco Kesh a serious challenge for the "best 
space-rock band in America” award. Temple Of Bon Matin 
blasted the audience with incessant riffing, an impressive 
array of cheap analog synth fx and a powerhouse drummer 
who seemed capable of every rhythm imaginable except a 
4/4 plod. Their forthcoming record on Siltbreeze is near 
the top of my "eagerly-awaited" list. But these were just 
appetizers for the main course I'd come to indulge myself 
with. Vermonster (a six-piece lineup with sax player) 
played a mind-blowing set of three songs in an hour, 
including the 25-minute title track of their forthcoming 
double (according to Jimmy Johnson) or triple (according 
to Wayne Rogers) LP, Bevond The Apex Of Time Wayne 
has an amazingly precise sense of melodic harmony in his 
guitar playing; it's sometimes unnerving, but always 
amazing that he can express it so well through 
Vermonster's dense psychedelic overdrive. At the end of 
"The Lions” he & second guitarist Kate Biggar both 
seemed intent on torturing their strings w/ any object they 
could force them against, and finished the set with their 
fretboards nearly bare. Nobody needed an encore, even if 
the band had been capable of continuing. THAT kept me 
going for the 3 weeks before I’d return to San Francisco 
the weekend the mighty Claw Hammer were in town. — 
Doug Pearson 

vTRUNK "Racket" CD 

Having heard these songs many a time in a persons-to- 
person situation over the last couple years, I am so very 
glad to report that Trunk have finally eaked out a batch of 
intricate top-drawer versions of some of their best-they've 
harnessed a lot of the more "free” wanderlustful elements 
of their attack (on the disc anyway) into a rhythmically 
complex but melodically pure Burma/Ubu hybrid that's 
fairly easy for any number of nth-generation semi- 
euphonious college bands to hint at but quite another 
story to pull off as well as Trunk do. Among the CD’s 
treats are a pretty dead-on Barbara Manning cover + 
"Dim", a number that's had me touching myself 
indecently since they started playing it live thanks to 
several great fakeout endings & a pace that rivals & even 
reminds me a little bit of "Fun World" (now wouldn't that 
be something). It was felt that drummer-come-somewhat- 
lately Tod Preuss should get a chance to rule on recorded 
versions of the first LP’s "Bump" & "Kiss The Wall" so 
hidden at the end of the CD you'll find a nice little bonus. 
(Warner Sisters; P.O. Box 170174, San Francisco CA 
94117) 
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T>EAD C "Clyma Est Mort" boot LP . 

I don’t recall the full story behind this goliath but if I 
heard correctly it was ripped from their very souls in 
Bruces living room live-to-Tom Lax for your listening 
pleasure. Or maybe not 'cause it at least sounds like an 
authentic round of cheers. Probably the most transcendent 
rock band on the planet right now, the Dead C make song 
titles like "Sky", "World” or "Constellation" seem like far 
more than the sum of their parts, and this muddied 
bursting-at-the-seams recording process brings it higher 
than they’ve flown since the godsound wrecked beauty of 
"Helen Said This". The tuneless hyper-feedback muffle of 
Electric is a long, strange trip beyond the relatively 
sedate & pedestrian "Bad Politics" from The Sun Stabtari 
that's for damn sure. The Totale's Turns piss-take was 
very charming & I’d have to say this LP is, um 
"sufficiently coffee table". Bah! (no address) 


fDEAD C "Harsh 70's Reality" 2xLP 

Collected anecdotes from lo-fi heaven NZ '89-'91 
which push the concept hard groping for confines. 
Introduces itself with a 20+minute side of haze peppered 
sparse with hovering cyclical bleeps, the 3 sides following 
more in the Eusa Kills/DR503 vein-inertia whipped up to 
new frenzied plateaus. Succeeds as collage in a way 
something like ROYAL TRUX’ Twin infinity LP will 
never do since these three can veer at will in & out of the 
muck Neil & Jennifer seem permanently mired in. This 
manner of thing is akin to the puncrock concept of 
destroying barriers between band & audience, only more 
sustainable as it's only on a listening level (band coughs 
up raw genius, listener ties it together or sends it fetching 
rather than swallowing unquestioning). DEAD C feel no 
compulsion to deliver any kind of finished "product" & so 
ride the lethargy other bands struggle to kill. (Siltbreeze; 
P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) — Glen 
Galloway 


DEAD C photo courtesy Tom Lax 

/ 

"’CROWBAR MASSAGE "Training Wheels” 7” 

Pretty obvious PUSSY-spawn (Kurt Wolf 
credited/thanked?) sporting scads of cantankery but not the 
shards-of-abrasion-to-base-of-skuU ploy spottable in early- 
to-mid period PG recordings. The A-side wouldn’t be too 
far out of place on the last RAILROAD JERK LP & puts 
about half that record to shame as is. Nothing exactly 
retina-peeling but it beats out late efforts by ACTION 
SWINGERS & maybe even GIBSON BROS assuming 
that’s something to shout about. (Funky Mushroom-) - 
Glen Galloway 


REFRIGERATOR “Tarantula” 7”EP 

Second 7” from this lost-n-loserly CA outfit and it 
comes across sounding like an imaginary osmotic 
“response” to the DEAD C’s “call” or somthing. The 
vocal mix on the a-side is too up front for my ears, 
having no want to understand the lyrics of a young 
poet/ 5 man as he croaks out “meaningful”, abstract entries 
from his undergraduate sensitive-loner journals. But the 
live field recording on Side B is perhaps the best 
“testimonial” yet to the discordant, ham-fisted (and green- 
thumbed) aesthetics of PC’s premier “rock” band. Not 
one-half bad. (Shrimper; P.O. Box 1837, Upland CA 
91785) -- Tom Lax 


P SILVER JEWS “Dime Map Of A Reef’ 7”EP 

Ha, Ha, jolly jokers. I’ll buy the bit about recording 
concerts over phone answering machines, the idol/fandom 
bio shit & as far as “jokes” go, this is a “good” one. The 
playing/wanking sounds too intentionally out to be 
anything but “inside”, & the sleeve design & song titles 
are so dead-on next-big-thing # whatever that if 10 people 
d . on t get it, the SJ’s ought to be completely surprised. A 
puzzling & marginal release but they shoulda gone all the 
way & given it a Treble Kicker matrix number ya know? 
(Drag City; P.O. Box 476867, Chicago IL 60647) - Tom 
Lax 
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CARDINAL SIN "Doggyhead" LP 

u: h » Q course, you ve have to be somewhat judgement-impaired to put "Torment In Tunior 


HIGH ROLLERS "Cold Meat/Bye Bye Stiv" 7" 

...in which Pagans vocalist Mike Hudson collects 
some other Cleveland derelicts (ex-Pink Holes, Bemie & 
The Invisibles) to pay tribute to the loss of two of his 
friends—Dave E. McManus (by having his soul saved) and 
Stiv Bators (by having his body crushed). It's as raw and 
snotty as you could ask for, and doesn’t tarnish the 
memory of either. Not that anybody cared then, but maybe 
you ought to care now. (Bona Fide; P.O. Box 185 Red 
Lion PA 17356) — Doug Pearson 

THEE MIGHTY CAESARS "Caesars Remains" LP 
Is it really true that if you rearrange the letters in Billy 
Childish’s full name you come up with "Insane Anglo 
Warlord"? Scary. I've totally given up on chasing the sea 
of Headcoats/Black Hands/solo haiku discs so here's the 
real flat-out flaming punk crude that tapped me into his 
genius in the first place-another after-the-fact collection of 
raw no-wuss beat/rave/mersey overmodulation incl the 
great "Pussy Whipped" & "Man Taken From Guts" as 
well as a handful of Milkshakes numbers re-done in true 
Caesars bargain/dirt style. A given in any right-thinker's 
collection. (Hangman; Rochester, Kent ENGLAND) 


CODEINE "Realize/Broken Hearted Wine" 7” 

When you think there are people out there trying to 
ghettoize bands under monikers like "slow rock" or 
improvcore" my innate propensity is to say "include me 
out . Maybe Im missing a good time, I don’t know. I do 
faiow I never gave Codeine a fighting chance until seeing 
them in New Jersey last spring-their show was 
unmistakable narcotic sopor, hence the name, yet this trio 
o Mr. John Does are pushing the sweetest candy-laced 
owner you ever did suckle on & these two were the most 
memorable of the perfonnance-’’Realize" perseveres w/ a 
beautifully redundant heavy swirl/plod & I could just erv 
me a over. Broken Hearted Wine" would’ve worked as 
theme music for some 70's tear-your-soul-out bummer 
film about depressed alcoholics like a Fat City or a Tender 
Msreki & was delivered live w/ wry grins like it was 
some kind of "prank” on everyone in attendance. I guess I 
just don t get it", 'cause this is one of my favorite bed & 
storytime records anywhere & these folks are almost in a 
Barbara Manningesque league when it comes to screwing 
w ' m y natural emotional state. It must be time to go join 
a men s movement somewhere. (Sub Pop- 1932 1st 
Avenue, Suite 1103, Seattle WA 98101) 












SMEGMA "Morass" cassette 

Arguably as good as RESIDENTS circa Meet the... & 
Commercial Album . First side done in studio, second side 
is live '85-'87. Little or no kick in case that's a problem, 
but you know better. Figure: SEBADOH's first record as 
stark brave parcel of skyscrapen urb without manhole 
covers, innards amplified. SMEGMA as that same city 
leveled in favor of more & louder manholes. As I 
understand it, SMEGMA has been functional long enough 
to have begat fours generations of SEBADOHs, & no less 
lusty for all the siring. (Soleilmoon) — Glen Galloway 

0 SMEGMA "Nattering Nabobs Of Negativity" LP 

Once again, no letdown if you know what you're 
getting into-passable hemorrhage-squawk cradled in 
seething dorkdom (a la earlier NEGAUVLAND or 3-DAY 
STUBBLE); no question this is the next dimension/step 
DeitrichSauterMiller never took. - Glen Galloway 

» AZALIA SNAIL/SEBADOH split 7" 

A good idea & complimentary to boot. AZALIA 
SNAIL has been unfairly obscured by I know not what 
(she played here once, 3 yrs. ago, opening for the 
PAGANS!) but she/they really do deserve your attention. 
"St. Nowhere" is a fine example of the lush/whacked 4- 
track homeade whatever that’s available on the debut 7” & 
LP. The SEBADOH side seems like comp "fallout" but 
there's nothin wrong w/ that. The aimless bowl-"jam" of 
"Nice Day/Loma Prieta" fills the room o.k. & "Pete" has 
been a favorite from the past few live shows. As far as 
split comps go, this beats the hell out of any of that 
Noise From Nowhere crap. (Dark Beloved Cloud; 5-16 
47th Rd. #3L, Long Island City NY 11101) - Tom Lax 

» MONKEY 101 "Transistor" 7”EP 

Positively energized melodic snarl and the first 
Philadelphia two-in-a-row since just about never (and they 
said San Francisco was bad). Last year’s S-Breeze 7" made 
it onto all the comp tapes I said it would w/ a freshened- 
up Sister Ray approach & a self-reliant "pop" know-what; 
the edgy nice-boyish vocals vs. the clodhoppin’ whooper 
is a trade-off I hadn’t counted on being part of the bargain 
this time & the competing-frequency guitar static 
detonations during the very quick "breaks" (see "Kentucky 
Woman") are a sound indeed to behold. Lots of reasons in 
such short order to put these young brotherly lovers up 
high on the top American craftsmen list because they’re 
hitting all the right smokestorm buttons, right now. A 
repressed secret that won't be much longer. (Papa Popov; 
do Monkey 101, 200 Sumac St., Philadelphia PA 19128) 

DIRTY LOVERS “Teenage Love Bomb/All I Want” 

7 ’ 

A sad story no matter how you tell it—the week of this 
fairly wholloping single’s release also happened to be the 
week that the singer & drummer up and died in a car wreck 
in their native Australia...so the least you could do is drop 
Larry Hardy a few bucks in their name because this is one 
of the top crud-punk blasts he’s launched at us yet-the 
first 15 seconds of the A-side is pure harmonica & fuzz 
overload that barely dims over the ditty’s two minutes & 
flails pretty wildly like a speeded-up & ready-to-brawl 
Imperial Dogs or Distorted Levels, and the B-side is, good 
loci exactly the same thing. The mics seem to’ve been 
majrtl w/ sone kind of thick manure and we all know 
how rarft we groove to that lo-fi shit. Knock yourself 
- r-Ler. and mav God rest these mem- eentlemen. (In 
T'i Rsd. P O 3ox -9593. Los .Angeles CA 90049) 


NINE POUND HAMMER "Smokin' Taters" LP 
If somehow I had to listen to this every day I might 
feel a little like the guy that flipped his car into a ravine 
& was forced to endure an auto-reversed Wham! tape for 
72 hours, but luckily I don't have to kill them & I’m able 
to sock this one away & bring it out when I'm feeling 
punchy enough to chew on some "bodacious" Southern 
punk rock holler. I don't have to use too much 
imagination to guess what my reaction would be to seeing 
these guys scrape their '77-cum-honky trash meat off a 
live-stage bone & buttressed w/ the perfect mix of over- 
the-counter chemicals we could be talking some veritable 
redneck boo-tay. Like some other giants of our time they 
happen to be on Crypt & you know those people don't 
bluff. (Crypt; Hopfenstr 32, 2000 Hamburg 36, 
GERMANY) 

THE SAD AND LONELYS "Sad And Lonelys” EP 
Crazed like you'd expect a young Eddie Fotheringham 
(?) project to augur, this is the kickoff release for Steve 
Turner's (who some of you may remember as the Love & 
Respect slide guitarist) Super-Electro label, who pledge a 
Nightkings LP's IMMINENTLY. Amazingly enough he's 
also one of the three responsible for a very brief & 
satisfying jolt of speedy Voxxed strum & twang w/ some 
"solos" that range from ultra-minimal one-note propulsion 
("Might") to ultra-laughable 5-second "improv" lunacy 
("You're A Pain"). Theirs is a galloper’s game with few 
exceptions & the whole thing’s over before it starts. As 
w/ other Eddie & Steve side-enterprises it's doubtful we’ll 
ever hear from these Galahads again. (Super-Electro; P.O. 
Box 16606; Seattle WA 98116) 

X WINGTIP SLOAT "Half Past I've Got” 2x7" 

Some would say the Sloat are the perfect & 
quintessential late 1992 indie band-all the hallmarks are 
there-odd song titles & lyrics (ref. Pavement, Thinking 
Fellers); odd packaging (ref. Scat label, Caroliner); odd 
rythmic trapdoor structures & time/space sense (ref. 
Pavement, Thinking Fellers); I could go on. If one takes 
this to mean I don’t totally dig this branch of gilded Teac 
fiddling & lost pop-cum-guitar wash righteousness, 
banish that thought posthaste 'cause we wouldn't be 
chatting about it here if I didn't. This ups a potent dose of 
rock dispersal tacticts over the great last/first 7" & you 
know they'll make that LP one day that'll be called the 
154 or yL of its time & maybe you’ll be able to state w/ 
swelling bosom you knew them when if only you got it 
together & knew them now. (VHF; Box 7365, Fairfax 
Station VA 22039) 

GRIFTERS "Soda Pop" 7" 

Partially & not that far from thoroughly skewed, more 
than enough cussedness to guarantee you prime spot in 
hip-pocket. Comparisons to DEAD C or SONIC YOUTH 
are equally dum, this is the demo tape 
EMBARASSMENT would have sent to Nuf Sed. First 
time I heard TFUL282 I had this uneasy feeling someone 
liking the Grateful Dead had made their mark, figured out 
how wrong I was within two listens. Similar thing here, 
only it’s more of a Stones/Groovies vibe, shucked & 
crossed but a vibe no less. In many cases this would be a 
plus, here the parts where they "transcend" are so dead ON 
you don’t want to know where it’s coming from. Another 
helping please. (Shangri-La; 1916 Madison Ave., 
Memphis TN 38104) — Glen Galloway 




V FUSHITSUSHA Live 2xCD 

This band achieves a murky otherworldliness unmatched by any other on the planet that doesn’t include Bruce 
Russell, Michael Morley & Robbie Yeats among its members-the fact that this trio operates together as a unit 
whether improv or rehearsed (don't ask me!?!) is amazing enough in itself. Fushitsusha are far beyond your most 
hallucinatory images of the possible permutations of sounds emanating from a gtr/bs/dms lineup. Yet their sound 
throughout its full range (of which noise, psychedelia & rock occupy but a small comer) is amazingly organic in its 
construction. It's believable that Fushitsusha has been a part of each member since birth, but that's not quite the 
case-guitarist Haino Keiji has made periodic solo & collaborative appearances in the US, and has been involved w/ 
other obscure Japanese acts going back at least as far as Lost Aaraaff (a free-jazz oriented unit whose 1971 recordings 
include Haino on piano). Mere words can’t describe the intensity of an album so good it literally floored my friend 
Jason the first time he heard it. If you have only one CD to buy this decade... (PSF; 2-45-11 Matsubara, Terada 
Bldg. 2F, Setagaya-Ku, Tokyo JAPAN) — Doug Pearson 

*PAUL FLAHERTY, RANDALL COLBOURNE, STEPHEN J. SCHOLZ, RICHARD DOWNS 
"The Fourth Way” LP 

This is the one I’ve been waiting for, the quartet outing, & man does it hold up, every single note. What would 
you call this: Transcendental free expression? Post ESP/BYG avant throat-slitting? Actually, in the quartet setting, 
they remind me of the spiritual descendents of Frank Wright’s Center Of The World band (one of the more amazing 
outfits of the "nonexistent" free jazz 70's)-substitute the violin over the piano-they're capable of the same type've 
top-notch, hit-the-ground-running improv & INSIST on pushing the almost pathetic "freedom" boundary markers 
out further than most care to venture. It's a place where the other practicing American stalwarts are/is the downtown 
pulse/action skree of Charles Gayle & the steroid bulk/flannel heft of Borbetomagus. And while it's a great & wide 
open space, I can assure you, you'll never see kickball or candy concessions. Hopefully not the last one we'll hear 
from this enigmatic bunch. I'll be looking for the fifth one-just let me know when. (Tulpa; P.O. Box 860 
Willamatic CT 06226) - Tom Lax 


SUPERSUCKERS "The Smoke Of Hell” CD & live SF September '92 

Basically a big hoo-ha from motored-up start to 3-chord power-slam end, not quite the band of the hour but if 
you'd caught me four or so years ago when I was 6 feet under the sway of all things Cowgirl I might’ve hassled you 
w/ the idea that these guys were the second or third "livest" band on the west coast. I'm happiest getting this down 
my system minutes before another important night of trolling & "Luck" (amongst others) is one devil of a 60’s-into- 
90's firestorm kicker that'll have more than enough sixty-second adrenaline pumping into the most "achy breakey" 
libido. There was this poindexter-ish fellow @ their Nightbreak show dressed to kill w/ a pink & yellow checked 
blouse/shirt TUCKED INTO pink corduroys who kept his own time w/ this great ass-thrusting moron dance & 
yelled "Seattle!" after every song. Every girl I polled yearned to go home w/ him. I rest my case. (Sub Pod - 1932 
1st Ave., Suite 1103, Seattle WA 98101) 




[V'eehousei 


: 


THE RED AUNTS 
4 song 7" 

Produced by no .one 
Mostly girls (except tor 
a hidden member of 
Clawhammer). Raw 
lyrics, raw music. Lim¬ 
ited edition. 


FEARLESS LEADER 

■ m 

Produced by Jeff Dahl 
. HELL01 Lp Cd 

Some call them the KISS of 
Punk RbCk. Some don't. Made 
with 100% animal products. 
Non recyclable. Prudes be¬ 
ware. • 


HARMLESS 
PROTECT US 
FROM E VIL 

Produced by Lee'Joseph 
. HELL02 L'p-Cd 

Paranoiac at times, humorous 
in a bent vein. Jazz dementia 
for the Ed Ge.in generation • 














J THE MIKE GUNN "Hemp For Victory" LP 

In the 25 years since the 13 th Floor Elevators & Red 


Crayola first moved to enlighten the youth of Texas, the 
state's had a reputation for producing some serious mind¬ 
twisting skin-prickling brain-damaged psychedelia. Today 
Lithium X-Mas and now The Mike Gunn are the proudest 
keepers of that tradition, despite the damage done to it by 
the Butthole Surfers' ugly untalented spawn (Ed Hall, 
Drain, Crust, Cherubs, etc.). This magnificent slab of 
drug-rock excess incorporates the pound (if not the wall- 
of-fuzz) of Monster Magnet's 7"s, the spacey suspension 
on Cell, the intergalactic whoosh of Spacemen 3 & Loop, 
and the voluminous spaces of Texas desert where peyote 
buttons grow wild on the cacti under shifting 
constellations decorating pure obsidian skies. (Anomie; 
P.O. Box 35709, Houston TX 77235) — Doug Pearson 


i SKULLFLOWER "Bad Alchemy/Blues For H.M." 7" 

I thought this bunch'd called it a day but here's a new 
one & it's about the most over the top thing I've heard in 
a while. "Alchemy" is a quasi-prog full-bore space 
pounder, but the real keeper here is "Blues"-Five + 
minutes of mindbending rake that sounds like a herd of 
mechanical rhinos charging/short circuiting after a day 
spent belting down pcp/mda laced martinis at KK Null's 
karaoke bar. This is a #d edition of 500 so get on the 
stick, this baby fuckin SCREAMS! (Dying Earth; c/o 
Jonn, 13 Warren Close, Sandhurst, Camberley, Surrey 
GU17 8EL ENGLAND) - Tom Lax 

LUXURIOUS BAGS "Voluntary Lifelong Quarantine" 
LP 

This album is a lot more "normal" than the recorded- 
inside-an-air conditioner smudge of their debut; that 
having been said, there's much less order & consistency in 
this second effort. Despite the nearly psychedelic 
Xpressway-sounding dense guitar pop at the onset, the 
record eventually descends through homemade banging & 
clanging and enough tweeter-shredding noise to please the 
Merzbow fans of this planet. It's safe to say the one-man 
operation furthers the mystery & ups the ante here. A 
wonderful head-cleansing experience. (Twisted Village; 
P.O. Box 19, Windham CT 06280) - Doug Pearson 

VOCO KESH "Still Standing In The Same Garden" 12" 
They're still a competent space rock band, equally 
capable of textural effects-scrapes and solid drone-riffmg. 
Yet they pale in comparison to Richard Franecki's 
previous outfit, F/i. The remake of "Standing In The 
Garden” is thinner & no more cosmic, lacking the density 
that powered the original, and the middle tracks never get 
out of the noodling stage. Where's Brian Wensing when 
you need him? I anticipate that the new LP, shared w/ F/i, 
will answer that question and better satisfy their potential. 
(Drag City; P.O. Box 27421, Chicago IL 60647) - Doug 
Pearson 


I DON'T KNOW WHY IN LA 

MIKE DAVIS City Of Quartz: Excavating The Future In Los Angeles book 

Having never actually lived there, I can’t precisely pinpoint my fascination w/ the immense & sprawling city 
of Los Angeles or with the genetic/industrial/economic/social makeup of large cities in general. To be sure, 
Los Angeles is really nothing like any city in America let alone elsewhere & getting any sort of deep-seated 
"meaning” out of its rather obvious-to-anyone-alive-the-past-few-months chaos is touch & go at best ...especially 
now, LA is nationally synonymous w/ tremendous social anxiety, urban malaise, racial ugliness, etc. while at 
the same time maintaining an undying glow of land's end paradise & frolic—it needn't be said the weather is 
glorious for the most part if you're into sun & heat (and I am), and Hollywood is and undoubtedly will always 
be the country's/world's nerve center for entertainment & spoon-fed cinematic/televidic culture, however 
eternally banal...it's a nation-state of extremes that deserves some serious sociological tackling, and Mike 
Davis has somewhat answered the call (albeit w/ a bias that's all-apparant) with a book that in many ways 
helps explain, or at the very least calls attention to, the fragmentation and polarization of a once-town that 
grew far too massive and left too many questions unanswered for its own good. 

I've visited LA as much as any city not counting my own; I went to college relatively nearby & seem to 
find myself down there every few weeks of late, and the contradictions have been right there for the taking. 
Right in the belly of South Central, where it happened last spring, are rows of neatly-manicured yards, 
stunning bunches of palm trees & hot but generally not overbearing sun. Whether your spin on things views the 
area & its antecedent destruction as a quiet cauldron that erupted from benign neglect or as dim-witted 
opportunism at its most base, the worn cliche "trouble in paradise" sums things up all too well. Davis for his 
part paints LA's history as a series of power-grabs by development & water interests, a much-trumpeted multi- 
cultural mingling that never materialized & later resulted in carceral neighborhood division (w/ "gated 

























communities" a la Bel Air as an apt metaphor for the new "Fortress LA” as he calls it) and various social 

r f V h™; S ’ f n t 8 h ! eft ’ ** haves trengthened smu 8 self-interested parties while kicking the legs from under 
of the rest of the city s varied peoples, businesses & institutions. 

fl v Q t ? ° aViS lay T S , hiS P ° litical Cards 00 ^ teble w/ a rather sill y invocation of the semi-mythic 

fleeting Socialist dream town Llano Del Rio, which Davis tearily recalls as the worker’s first stand in the LA 
desert circa 1914-1918 so crushingly wiped out by the capitalist ethic that has made his beloved hometown of 
Fontana and LA ghosts of their former all-for-one, one-for-all selves. Whether Llano really existed beyond a 
ew newspaper clippings I cannot say, but it meant enough to Davis to frame his 462-page book with and gives 
the casual cause-free reader a pretty good idea that winded class-based rhetoric will be a major thorn in the 
enjoyment of a good sociological potboiler. It (and a rather confusing linkage to the budding Hollywood movie 
industry & latent LA literati of the early 20th Century) makes "Sunshine Or Noir?", the first chapter a total 
!ilwf e t Chapter , Tw \" Pow u er Lines "’ P la ys up the Capitalist conspiracy angle even further, taking rather 
MrS > amS ? , fea * er the city ' s earl y' 20t h-century quote-unquote power structure as "resembling a 
McKinleyite version of the Cora Nostra ". Sure Mike, I saw ChjpatPwn too. Yet his point is well made tfaaf h 

(and to f fadiag extent > stlU 1S > especially around the Long Beach/Orange County axis) the military 
money & contracts that poured into Los Angles especially between the World Wars & as well thereafter that 
essentially transformed LA from a slowly budding West coast sister to San Francisco into the major 
Internationa 1 player it is today. Davis also takes ample space to somewhat sneeringly document the rise J of 
Mayor Tom Bradley (just now retiring from the office he took 20 years ago) in the early 70’s and his 

havfmade LA Comn T ity mA later w/ & other Pacific Rim traders that 

f e ,k A *1 h n ™ of US/Asian commerce (nearly knocking San Francisco off the Asian swap block 
entirely by die early 90's). Pretty intense shit, hunh, punker? P 

. shining chapter is easily "Homegrown Revolution", which gives a stupendous (and remarkablv 
Ln S F tf0rW a rd \/ I1 n iaSed ret f lling of 1116 suburban-based anti-property tax movement that dug its heels in LA’s 

PmrvStTf 11 ^ V h C K J** 01 h0m / S in tbe late 70 ’ s and resulted in overwhelming passage of California’s 
S j? 1?’ whicb for mar, y fomented a great deal of the general anti-tax sentiment that swept the country 
in the 80 s. Davis rather convincingly shows how me-first NIMBYism md fear of the brown & black OTHER 

thrmSn^it^ 8r ° Wth moratonums in 01(5 u P scale Valle y> Santa Monica, and the hills that ring the whole of 

Community" in Los Angeles means homogeneity of race, class and, especially, home values 

the , street signs across ^ cit y identifying areas as ’’Canoga Park", 
Holmby Hills , Silverlake , and so on-have no legal status. In the last analysis, they are 
merely favors granted by city councilmembers to well-organized neighborhoods or businessmen’s 
groups seeking to have their areas identified. 

Pot J 0 “’A 6 re u teI1 ! fairly comic story of fo e instant birth of "West Hills”, formerly part of West 
Canoga Park and boyhood home of Superflopg board member Rubin Fiberglass, as a metaphor for the deS- 

“ abl Q I ! 8 r aild ba f K S * in , 8 * a f has made LA 1116 fragmented patchwork it is today. I suppose this phone-call & 

i i n K 8 ? u °° dlV1 f 10n takes place in cities a11 across America & drives up property values 
accordingly but this story and indeed the whole chapter really hit home for the way it made some cold hard 
sense of the literal MESS of cities dotting the LA map. 

I expected that Davis would seize the opportunity to make the next two chapters dealing w/ LA ’’law 

rt f< T2 f ° r Wlde ‘ eyed hysterics about fascism and secret militias and cold-blooded ultraracist 
killer cops and such & was surely not let down". However-need I say that the LA police force has got more 
than its share of opportunistic skull-crushing bastards & ex-chief Daryl Gates’ highly mobilized "War On 

f t Ve r them Cen o e t0 * et U flow in spades ‘ The LAPD has atways had the worst reputation for 
S?r t 0 l“ ntS & aS they say ’ 1116 flsh rots from 1116 head '> G «es is quoted as saying ”1 dunk people 
, V ^ ba | th f e on y strateg y w f have is to put a lot of police officers on the street and harass people mid 
make arrests for inconsequential kinds of things. Well, that’s part of the strategy, no question about it” I 
remember the sweep of the scofflaws in the Mexican community who were rounded upen masse in the late 
80s for drinking beer in groups on their own porches. These tactics are part & parcel of strongarm day-to-day 
invasions of privacy m a war that hasn’t been any closer to VJ-day since its first dollar, let alone showing 
any real progress despite pissing away city coffers and enraging much of the black & Latino underclass ° 
Davis probably could haveended the book right about here to better consequence, as his final chapters 
dealing w/ the Catholic church s deeply ingrained hold on the Mexican community and his chapter on the 
dying town of Fontana as the LA area’s ’’Junkyard Of Dreams" don’t add up to much in explaining the cause & 

rhv n/n ^ Cha f' What does k a11 mean? 0ther 01311 ^ fact 0131 0 means /finally read a book, 
C ity Of Quartz takes a long & much-needed look at some of the more puzzling facets of the most unique and 

S U t n r y An ? enCan 0 , f America s big cities - Davis ’ when not straddling the class-war soapbox or pointing a 
T^Whf er - H ag f y ’ ,S f “Passioned & studied writer that pulls together the ambiguities that make 
i,n^n,!hf?Hi Ut K Pia 33(1 d y st0 P ia • More works like this are sorely needed and in the wake of Riots’92 are 

fh d ° Ubed> beingpulled t u ogetber as LA rebuilds and the rest of us in cities try & figure out the what-fors of 
the gradual unraveling of the American metropolis. 

(Vintage Books, division of Random House, New York NY) 






VERY POORLY WRITTEN, TWO SECOND, SPACE-FILLING PHONOGRAPH & 

DIGITAL RECORDING REVIEWS 

■The editor was far too wasted to come to grips completely with these quality releases-you simply must own them) 

THE FALL-OUTS "The Fall-Outs" LP:...new & first LP of lightning-rod rave-up; slay me with that glad I- 
am-so-heartbroken sound, ye three (Super-Electro)...DIM STARS "Dim Stars" CD:...some all-stars + Don 
Fleming in a shifting, moody, sometimes fucked, sometimes murked, sometimes mershed monster; takes a 
while to latch on but once it hits, your pretzel logic might make a lot more sense to you anyway 
(Caroline)...CYCLOPS "Simpleton/Lunar Fall" 7": Big & lo-balling A-side, beautiful strummed B, from New 
Zealand (Feel Good All Over)...VARIOUS ARTISTS "Bloodstains Across Texas" boot LP:...Mostly stud 
punk from the Big State late 70's/early 80’s, the kind of thing that "thrills" the miserly non-record collector no 
end; ^7 ^ there's an LA edition next, my heroes...ROCKET FROM THE CRYPT "Normal Carpet 
Ride" 7"EP:...I don't care if Rick Rubin wants 'em, he can have 'em, surely they'll blow next year, I don't even 
care...this is just great (Sub Pop)...LAZY COWGIRLS "Third Time’s The Charm...Again" CD:...Yea, they 
added some HOT live-in-San Luis Obispo radio bloodletting from the early days that's a ball to hear, & I've 
heard the "new" lineup is making some fairly intense waves down south...they’ve earned their room & keep in 
any punk-fury lesson primer to be sure (Dog Meat)... VARIOUS ARTISTS "What's That Noise?" 
7”:...Terminals & Dead C on side A, both w/ hep tracks esp. the former's desperation voodoo night plod; 
Jeffries/Carter/Bull & Alastair Galbraith on face B, the best Xpressway sampler since "Pile=Up" 
(Xpressway)...MOSQUITO 7”EP;...pesty locked groove aside, this is the most straightforwardly warped Jad 
Fair project I've caught since the early 80's though I thank me for saving some potentially squandered cash 
money not investigating too deeply (Erl)...NEGATIVE APPROACH "Total Recall" CD:...One of the 4 or 5 
greatest hardcore muscleflexings ever, now everyone can let the blazing "Can't Tell No One" & "Fair 
Warning" wash over them like a well-timed suckerpunch; no really, it's a real toot (Touch & Go)...VARIOUS 
ARTISTS "Concussion" LP:... What a gas, a ton of greasy '50’s/’60's frat instrumentals, on the turntable all 
the time around here (Mr. Manicotti)...3-TOED SLOTH LP:...Ex-feedtime Tom’s new trio; extra-skeletal 
bass-heavy pound, like first-LP Bloodloss meeting & greeting the bottom end...WILD BILLY CHILDISH 
& THE DELTA MEN 2x7”:...Demonized gospelizing on four killer sides, just when you thought you really 
couldn't care less (Sympathy)...TERMINALS "Witch Doctors/Psycho Lives" 7":...Spooky melodic NZ drone 
w/ synth from one of our favorite bands; more on this awesome new one if we ever put out another issue (Feel 
Good All Over)...VARIOUS ARTISTS "Beat Of The Traps" LP:...The one everyone's choosing covers from— 
jeesus, I don't have time to tell the story, just get it & thank us later (Carnage Press)...VERTIGO 
"Ventriloquist" LP:...A wallop no matter how you ginsu it; their boldest production yet doesn't obscure some 
honest nods to making this trio sound like a guitar-squalling octet (Amphetamine Reptile)...SPROTON 
LAYER "With Magnetic Fields Disrupted" LP:...Roger Miller’s early 70's Floyd/Faust/MC5 garage outfit, 
better than the 7" & way more ace than you might expect (New Alliance)...NIGHT KINGS "Bum/Ain't No 
Fun": Amazing. I don’t know how they keep topping themselves, but "Bum" is a hurricane-rush 60’s garage 
screamer that is easily one of the best records of the issue, shame we don’t have time to do it justice (In The 
Red)...QUEEN MEANIE PUSS "The Beauty Of Dogs" 7"EP:...Alternately gorgeous & frightening New 
Zealand female outfit w/ a penchant for lo-fidelity & the wherewithal to make it soar, new Siltbreeze 7” out 
soon (Flying Nun)...VARIOUS ARTISTS "Bumped By Karaoke” CD:...Ever wondered what the Datapanik 
3-chord inbred spastic approach "meant"? You’ll wonder no more (Datapanik)...GIBSON BROS "Knock 
Down My Blues/I'm Driftin’" 7”:...The kings of blooze fornication & no-tech knockout have a new single and it 
is real real fine (In The Red)...VERSUS "Astronaut/Insomnia” 7”: WOW! Where'd this pop up from? 
Someone rewrote "Max Ernst" & improved it 11 years later...this is wiry jag-pop that whooshes right where you 
want it to—a GREAT release, give us more (Saltpeter). 

AND THAT'S IT FOR THIS ISSUE. STAY HIGH. 












f&Htse To se 

SAP IS Your 
EARHotE/ 


The 5678*s "Can't Help It" CD 

Crazed trashed-out Japanese all girl trio, this 

1 ^ 4 -u r ff }C • com Pilati° n CD is released to coincide 
with their Australian tour. REAL Rock 'n' Roll 
knows no language! 

CD + AIRPOST $US22.00 


GUTTERSNIPES "Blurred" CD/ 10 " 

Melbourne foursome with a penchant for cranked 
guitars, great hooks and fine melodica. Fans 
of Lemonheads, Squirrelbait, Buffalo Tom and 
Dinosaur Jr oughta get wise to this one! 


^ 11 TRACKS ) + AIRPOST $US19.00 
10" (8 TRACKS) + SURFACE $US14.00 


PATTERSON'S CURSE s/t CDEP 


5°S™ SIna f hlng new band for Matty, previously 
of COD plus some imported talent from Minne¬ 
sota. Gutsy guitars and intense rhythms. 

.le whipping that your jaded ears deserve. 

CD (5 TRACKS) + AIRPOST $US10.00 


^OR^CON CEALED^AT S SsK M H Fof?R^T? EGISTERED ^ 0NLY 
DETAILS, WRITE FOR A CATALOGUE CREDIT CARD + M0NE ^ ORDER 



See» R LP/CD/CA^q MA QhMc2S Y AU ~ G0 ” G0 LISTENING - MEANIES "Come 'n' 

tracks/D?M s^ARS s/? CD/^on’^T Right In " LP/CD With bonus 

crinder.. C0 E P^?„^VE C „ D ^ D P S O N n 0 r 2^S.'. "poppin ’ 

coep/ ^ ..f E ^ F E s D bSKSiSiSS x E y ^T! E LS e H^s police " 

"Payday + Have A Swig + More" CD, VENOM P. STINCFR S • 4 -• 

Room CDEP, GOD n For Lovers Onlv ,f id/ r*n ihs Waiting 

WRITE TO US FOR A COPY OF Oire i? t? 1US the GIANT CLAW 7 "S. 

PICTURFq FVFMM T7ip P om2 F ° UR 16 “ PAG£ * MAILORDER CATALOGUE (WITH 

srrf 
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I SW01f^ O %l 

|E JON SPENCER BUj|?E 

11 G |BSONBRO|-J 

THEBASSHOUjjS 

i th|D^l° ve O 

the night kings 
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$3.50 A POP! 













